To my mother. 
& 
To Etienne, for reminding me that angels have wings, 


and at some point we all have to fly away. 


Afammocca a’ faccia e chi me’vo male. 
- (Napolitano proverb). 


PRÉFACE 


It is a good time to write because we are over, 
but we are forgiven, we are perhaps on the precipice 
of something new. 


| like to write because it is a solitary endeavor. So is life essentially. 


It can be done in almost any place at almost any time. With a pencil, 
| can write with the paper suspended in the air. | can write in the 
dark or with my eyes closed. | can write in a bathtub, provided it 
does not bother me that the paper becomes a bit wet. | don’t 
have a bathtub so | wouldn’t know. Writing does not depend ona 
romantic partner to exist. Even with the loss of a significant other, 
which is immanent, one can write, but one can also write with the 
knowledge that they are alone. It is hard to discern reality from 
the stories | convince myself exist. | am trying to break free from 
them. 


Maggie Nelson, upon writing Bluets, distinctively explained to 
others for years that she was “writing a book about the color blue” 
without actually beginning to write it. | am already writing, but | 
don’t know exactly what this book is about, other than perhaps 
and endless feeling to live bursting out of me, that renders a 


passage and brings me quietly or loudly in a screeching halt to a 
kind of metaphorical death. 


| have recently become temporarily sober and celibate. | have 
learned that coffee is the one thing | really cannot kick, plus the 
occasional cigarette. | have also learned that if we cut ourselves off 
from too many substances and don’t give ourselves some leeway, 
we often plunge too deep into indulgence when we break. | have 
condemned myself to a daily practice of meditation, Bikram and 
Yin Yoga, and when | don’t do those | drink too many espressos 
and wander aimlessly around Geneva, wondering if something is 
ever going to happen here. | have reserved my social interactions 
to the mentally handicapped adults | work with (some of the 
best Swiss artists of my generation), my work colleagues, and my 
roommates who | see on a daily basis; they are men | trust. A true 
performance artist, especially one who deals in Fluxus and has 
a somewhat unnatural liking for Viennese Actionism, has a very 
difficult time separating the intensity of life’s experiences from 
their art, so this writing is an experiment in fluctuations of these 
borders. 


| am somewhere in-between being able to create, or living so 
much that it completely consumes me. | fluctuate between 
those two states of being. When Jack Kerouac wrote On the 
Road he stole most of the writing from Neal Cassady who wrote 
him a very long letter. Cassady could never arrive at editing or 
publishing it because he was always in the process of living out 
his experiences to the fullest, which required, to borrow a few 
words from Castaneda’s The Art of Dreaming, all his energy body. 


Cassady was so consumed with life that he could not produce any 
other creation or practice. He was living his art. His writings were 
a cathartic generation of his experiences, not a digestible work. 
Perhaps they were not indigestible, but inaccessible. So in a sense, 
Kerouac stole them, but he also needed to be there to make the 
work available to the reader by rendering a private work public. 
Kerouac did not live all the wildness that was necessary to create 
a great work. 

Most of the written and artistic works | consider to be great, have 
been created by people tormented by life and lost in their own 
vices. My bachelor’s thesis, Hype, Heroin and Men as the Muse, on 
heroin addicted artists proves this point. 


This text is an interrogation of the self, a confrontation with the 
distracted parts of the mind, what Buddhists call monkey mind. 
But it is also an exercise in self-love. “Maybe the real reason 
you are here is to love yourself and accept yourself as you are,” 
Petria who looked like my mother, and who was a counselor at 
the Vipassana course, cried with me and reminded me to care for 
myself before | left. 

In this work, there is an intentional ambiguity to certain descriptions 
of male characters. | am fascinated with the male character and 
the inability de lui cerner. In general, | am intrigued and disturbed 
by the lack of ability to identify someone. For example, in many 
passages, the reader does not know if the characteristics | am 
describing pertain to Etienne, Graham, or both of them. This is a 
device | use to demonstrate how the memory of the narrator is 
blurred and unreliable, and to relay how certain male traits can 
belong to all men. 


Jareth for example, is a real person and also a generalization of the 
narrator’s imagination of a certain type of American man that she 
has been disassociated from culturally after years of living abroad. 
There is a degree of anonymity when it comes to the narrator as 
well, in the sense that her thoughts, desires and intentions do not 
necessarily belong to her. The narrator questions her relationship 
to T and ‘me, and believes that perhaps in everyday life “a 
complete fusion of the ‘I’ and the ‘me’ may not be a good thing,” 
(George Herbert Mead). 


This text is both a self-reflective ritual for the amélioration of 
oneself and a tool for developing one’s art. It demonstrates 
a system of self-perception in which the feelings, thoughts, 
intuitions, sensations, and desires that arise in the narrator are 
not necessarily acted upon but are remarked and recorded as 
a means of observation for the purpose of changing one’s own 
habits and belief systems. 


This text is a performative action, not just a trace of a life lived. 
Trace can be a performance, not just a relic of a past or future 
action. Traces exist in their own right in the here and now. 
Performance and writing are rituals of the vie quotidenne. One 
can meditate, sitting in silence and stillness, or one can learn to 
be in a mediative state while engaging in any action in life. One 
can perform in a gallery, in a theatre, or be in a performative state 
in the actions of their daily life. This text is not simply existing in 
connection to my artistic practice, it is one of the practices itself. 
That being said, it carries connections to and between all of my 
artistic works. My video and performance works also encompass 


aspects of storytelling and utilize texts | have written in the form of 
captions and voice overs. Not a Pretty Girl, For a Limited Time Only, 
Fucking Lulu! Coffee time with Mads Monroe, Not My Husband, 
Passing By, and Obituaries of Three Lovers are all testimonies to 
that. 


When | left Hermann Nitsch’s 2-day play in Prinzendorf, Austria in 
the summer of 2022, | was on the verge of severe illness, covered 
from head to toe in blisters brought on by raw pig’s blood coming 
into contact with and drying up on my skin. | had never been more 
exhausted in my life, but | had also never reached such a state 
of trance by voluntary means, (other than through meditation or 
psychedelic drug use). | ended up seeking refuge at an unknown 
art collector’s house in Vienna whom | met during the play. Jareth 
had come to eat with both of us and, in a very American male way, 
he had come to check and make sure that the man was alright 
before | slept there. The collector, Christian, turned out to be one 
of the most interesting men | had met, he had chased down work 
of many artists | had an attraction to, such as Pete Doherty and 
Doherty’s friend, Paul Roundhill’s fashion label Doll ASS. Christian, 
(whose real name | will use because | have nothing negative, 
difficult, or private to say about him), ended up becoming a dear 
friend. Jareth followed suit by connecting me with my current 
gallery, a NADA member, which later went defunct over a money 
laundering scandal, unrelated to him, and the men in Rome, 
specifically one who works at Atelier Montez and makes music in 
San Lorenzo, whom | met at the 2-day play, continue to be close 
artistic collaborators. | have been invited to participate as actor in 
the 3rd day of the play, the Day of Dionysus, the God of wine, joy, 


grapes, fertility, and ecstasy, on Pentecost sunday, 28 May 2023. | 
accepted their proposition. 


In order to write about this intense episode and a string of others 
| had to adopt a distance, to turn internally to allow myself the 
necessary time to process these events. | needed to put a stop 
to living, or at least put some kind of distance between me and 
my habitually intense experiences: the self-brought on concussion 
which landed me in the emergency room, leading to a full night 
of tramadol and CAT scans, the bed bug incident and the Villa 
Médicis, Institut National des Jeunes Aveugles party in Paris, 
the mushroom trip gone wrong which lasted for a week with a 
Russian friend with whom | chain smoked and drank until | was 
physically ill and could not leave Cave 12 in Geneva, sex with the 
physically most attractive man | could have ever imagined, who 
later ghosted me with semi-reciprocity, the Vipassana course in 
which | felt like | was dying and left a quarter of the way through. 
All of this happened in the past few months and left me unable 
to write because | spent all my time and energy on living and 
collecting relics from this life: the poiles and pee of lovers, friends 
and ex’s, empty packets of sugar from their drunken expressos, 
and cigarette butts from my roommates in an effort to continue 
The Cigarette Piece | made from my husband’s used cigarettes in 
2017 and 2018, which was never finished since we broke up and | 
did not have enough cigarettes to finish the work to my liking, or 
to re-construct it. 

Then | tried to collect cigarette butts from random men in the 
street in order to ‘finish’ the work, only to realize that random men 
were not good enough, their anonymity did not appeal to me, and 


thus | abandoned its continuation. Instead, | began an oil painting 
comparing my ex-husband to Jesus, He Died For Our Sins, which is 
both a humorous and fantastical depiction of my ex as the Savior, 
who | have made into an object of my own desire: a Neapolitan 
man sacrificed from the waist down, evoking my fascinations with 
Caravaggio’s paintings of Boy with a Basket of Fruit and some 
renderings of John the Baptiste, and Giuseppe Recco’s Natura 
Morte paintings housed in Capodimonte. | depicted my ex as 
actual food, nourishment to be ingested and digested. | created 
He Died for Our Sins with the idea that if | eat a man, he becomes 
mine. The cock is not present in the painting because | have stolen 
it. | have taken back what | thought belonged to me, a present 
deserving of a wife estranged from her husband. 

The process of writing has been challenging, not only on emotional 
and spiritual levels, but also in the sense that in order to make the 
work accessible to the reader, and to preserve what | believe to be 
the truth of the experiences, | had to change many of the names 
of the characters to avoid giving away too much of their personal 
information. This is how | came to realize that certain characters’ 
names are absolutely inherent to their being. Take ‘Gabriel’ for 
example, a biblical name held by two very close friends in my real 
life. It cannot be simply changed to ‘Raphael,’ athough it is another 
biblical name given to an archangel and is thus related, as it does 
not have the same Pagan or Christian connotations. Raphael means 
‘God has healed’ and Gabriel means ‘God is my strength,’ or ‘Hero 
of God.’ In the Bible, Gabriel was the archangel who visited the 
Virgin Mary to announce she would be the mother of Jesus Christ. 
In some readings, he was the one who impregnated her. 


| came to treat these name changes as a kind of opening up to 
the possibility of alternate universes. | don’t see the changes as 
a prerequisite to writing autofiction, but as a kind of magickal 
(to use Crowley’s spelling) recounting of the character’s lives in a 
parallel world. When | changed a name, | typically chose a name 
beginning with the same letter of their original name or resembling 
it phonetically. | chose names based on the actual nationality of 
the person, by keeping their changed name consistent with the 
nationality of their original one. On the one hand, | altered the 
names to keep the privacy of the person and to render them more 
anonymous, but on the other hand | did this to allow for fiction 
to develop with and through their characters, so | could have 
more freedom in recounting their stories and elaborating their 


personalities. | should add, however, that this story is as true to 
my experience of real life, and my interpretations of the events 
that took place, as possible. 


| thrive in am entre-deux. The only time | am really happy is at 
the douane or above an ocean. | love territories which are not 
explicitly owned. After all, “contradictions are in fact indicators of 
sanity, and not the other way around.” (Lucas Tubiana, hypnotist). 
| don’t want to be a housewife and yet | don’t mind that the men | 
live with don’t clean often. They never ask me to do anything in the 
house. | love the feeling that I’m taking care of them, feeding them, 
serving them something, hopefully a good Neapolitan coffee, and 
yet | don’t want to be a servant. Maybe | just like to be in control. 
| like to flow in and out of roles: a mother, a whore, a warrior, the 
Madonna was all of them and so was Mary Magdalene, where 
my name comes from. Names are important. Marrone or Marone 


means ‘chestnut’ in Italian and ‘one ball’ in some northern Italian 
dialects. So, my name means: whore or Madonna and chestnut or 
one ball. My Neapolitan ex-boyfriend thought that was hilarious. 
| happen to agree. As my 70-year-old Neapolitan friend Bruno: 
an anarchist, anti-fascist journalist, photographer, chef, spear 
fisherman, ex-heroin addict, father and grandfather, once pointed 
out, my name is the only name in his large circle of friends that 
actually originates from Napoli. The narrator in this text has no 
last name because | want to free her from her names and titles. 
It is a part of her relinquishing her personal history. Yet, | went 
to the print lab at the Haute école d’art et de design today and 
Claudio from Napoli campagna who works there, introduced me 
to one of his colleagues saying, “Vieni qui, | want you to meet a 
real Neapolitan woman.” | am honored to be introduced as such. 
| have been invited to Raffaella Morra’s 50th birthday party in 
Napoli, the daughter of the director of Museo Hermann Nitsch. | 
feel as though | am ‘a real Neapolitan woman,’ even though | grew 
up next to New York, and | am absolutely grateful to be a part of 
‘the family’ and to be identified on some level as one of them. 
Marcus from East Roma and his friend Izzy from Agropoli also 
identified me as “a real girl from the heart of San Lorenzo,” and 
for this | am also honored beyond words. There are some names 
and identities which | want to keep and am blessed to have been 
given. | guess that is why | had to leave the Vipassana course early, 
because when we strip all identities away, we somehow cease to 
exist, we edge towards death, or at least, we cease to be in this 
lifetime- and that scared the shit out of me. 


Speaking of names and titles, you will find my references for 
this text in the form of a general bibliography. But it should be 
noted that none of these references would have existed without 
the purity of my own life experience. That is to say, they are not 
just designations which have been handed to me by professors 
or colleagues, for instance, after seeing my work. They are direct 
confrontations with the flow of life. For example, | only discovered 
Hermann Nitsh’s work in 2016 by wandering up a hill and a very 
dark alley alone in Napoli in the middle of siesta, following some 
black and white cats and my intuition, which to lead me to Museo 
Nitsch. Given the fact that its location is relatively obscure, if | had 
had a map and directions and an intent on going there, it would 
have been more difficult to find. If | had never taken that walk, it is 
possible that | may not have discovered his work and experienced 
the many things that followed. Since then, | have met other people 
related to Nitsch through other contexts, which proves that the 
universe would have led me to his work eventually. 


Erykah Badu, shaman, musician, and earth mother’s music 
blesses these pages. If it were not for my 48-hour stint in a 
hippie commune in Tenerife | would not have discovered her. 
David Bowie makes an appearance too, as | was married in 
the same Hotel de Ville as him, and Wild is the Wind was my 
wedding song. 


The connection with Dinosaur Jr’s songs, whose lyrics are 
woven through parts of the text comes from my mother, who 
has been playing them to me for years. One of the last times | 
saw my ex-husband Etienne was at their concert in Lausanne 


in the fall of 2022. Their music did not become real to me 
until | heard them play live and until | had a very intense life 
experience that lined up with that concert. If it was not for the 
presence of the sexy bass player of Dinosaur and Sebadoh, Lou 
Barlow, | may have never gotten over my separation. In the 
violent purity of the lights and the screech of the guitar, | finally 
permitted myself be in the space | needed to be in. | was up 
in the front, in the mosh pit, wet from spilled beer, screaming, 
and sweating, and bleeding, while Etienne stood far in the back 
standing still, unwavering. It was clear that we were no longer 
on the same path in life. | had finally felt love for a bass player 
that was neither my mother or my ex. | had permitted myself 
to move on. 

It is the force of life that makes things real, that makes things 
matter, that makes things last. These choices are all testament 
to an experiential life, lived and abound in these pages, not 
necessarily an intellectualized one. “Sometimes our body 
knows what to do before our brain fully understands. We have 
to trust it.” (Emilio Artessero Quesada, improvisational dance 
teacher at the Conservatoire de Genève). 


The process of writing and my internal search for distance from my 
desires has brought on bouts of post-traumatic stress regarding 
my ex-husband and experiences | did not necessarily want to 
relive, but thought necessary for the consecration of this work, 
since he no longer speaks to me and only sends me mail regarding 
our latest tax return or repairs to our mutually owned scooter. It 
was a shared wedding gift and neither of us uses it since we split 
up. It is broken but it still drives, and ironically, there is a problem 


with the steering that degraded over time, and since he was the 
only one driving it as it was degrading, he is the only one that 
understands how to drive it now. Neither of us have really put 
the effort or time into fixing it properly, and it will most likely be 
thrown away. 


Much of this text is a homage to him, and a homage to all people 
who are lost, who are dead to me, but who | still love very much. 
As Gabriel (Graham) would say, “Loss only makes you think fondly 
of what was.” It is also a homage to the parts of myself that have 
died in the beginning of a long journey of spiritual awareness and 
process of life changes. It is not, | hope, a self-masturabtory work, 
or a work filled with too much melancholy for what has passed by, 
but rather, a nice and classic funeral serivice to lay to rest all those 
parts of one’s self and one’s life which are no longer needed. It is 
a part of the process, as Don Juan would say, of ‘recapitulation’ 
of a part of one’s life events, since “it is our life experience (these 
external forces) are after, it is of supreme importance that it can be 
satisfied with a facsimile of our life experience: the recapitulation. 
Having what it seeks, the dissolving force then lets (sorcerers) go, 
free to expand their capacity to perceive and reach with it the 
confines of time and space.” It is a wish to be free and move on. 


| use repetition throughout the text. It often serves as a device 
to regurgitate themes, but also as a means in which the narrator 
questions their own memory and mental sanity. Repetition also 
allows for a less linear understanding of time. After all time does 
not exist, all that exists is our punctuations through it. What | 
learned most in writing this, is that life is a series of events to subir, 


or rather, a series of acknowledgments. There is no escape from 
what we have to endure and suffer through. It is only a question of 
acceptance. It is better to ease into and accept reality as it is and 
the suffering that comes with it, than to try avoiding and escaping 
it. Subir is to undergo, to suffer through, to be subjected to. 


When | was with Etienne | thought | could find somebody to be 
with who was better. | was naive and unappreciative. | had no idea 
that breaking up with someone you love means being alone, more 
alone than usual. | am in love with classic middle-class European 
male tendencies such as: smoking and having a coffee in the late 
afternoon, playing the local radio late on a Saturday, working 
difficult jobs, coming home, paying bills, and falling asleep on the 
couch, and yet, | am also bored by them. | question the habits of 
myself, my ex, my roommates, and all the men | have once lived 
with, or have been seeing on a daily basis. | question desire as | 
navigate through my feelings of need for what | consider to be the 
only essential actions, eating, sex, sleep and silent breathwork. 
| allow death to loom around the corner. | bring up notions of 
political correctness, | confront nationalism, and the narrator’s 
own anti-nationalistic ideas. | compare borders and boundaries in 
personal life and in the literal nationhood or citizenship. | examine 
men as the object and the woman as the acting force. “Every life 
is many days, day after day. We walk through ourselves, meeting 
robbers, ghosts, giants, old men, young men, wives, widows, 
brothers-in-love, but always meeting ourselves. ” (James Joyce, 
Ulysses). Surely, one cannot avoid a meeting with oneself. 


-Madeline A. Marone 


I always wanted to be ‘one of the boys.’ | guess 
now | feel that I am. 


(Polaroid photo, photographed with my phone, 
printed onto temporary tattoo paper, stuck on my skin, 
and rephotographed with a polaroid camera. 

The tattoo was worn on the skin until it rubbed off naturally). 


Marriage is like a fire in a woodstove of an unheated house. | 

know because I’ve been married and | live in one which | wake up 

freezing in every day. The more you sit next to the fire the more 

you get used to the heat, even if you are annoyed that you have to 
sit still and cannot get up and move around. 


When you leave the room you realize that there are no other fires 
in the house to keep you warm, and that candle burning on your 
bureau, and the electric heater on your floor are unreliable. 


When you return to the fire realizing you’d rather sit still and be 

warm, than freeze and keep in motion, since your own body heat 

isn't enough to warm you mid-winter, that’s the moment you 
realize the fire’s burned out and you don’t have anymore wood. 


My love for the fire is real. 


PART I: 


REIN 
NOW L 


CZ 


ERS ONCE CRITICAL, 
EFT QNIMPORTANT 


Every time | am bleeding 
| have to subir. 
Submitting to my body kills me. 


First there are a few days of exhaustion leading up to the main 
event — these are the worst. Then when it comes there is a small 
boost of energy. A small relief that | am not completely depressed 
or suicidal, that there is a reason for my feeling awful, and then 
there is the second day when | am exhausted again, and a kind of 
fog runs over my eyes. 


Before there was a subtle nuage but now there is a thick fog, and 
| can still do things, but it is difficult to see. | digress ... | don’t wish 
to go through or explain to you the rest of the days, but at least 
they get better as time goes on. | hate it because it is something 
my body is doing, and | have no say in its occurrence or timing. 

| need to have control and | do not have it. My unresolved and 
outdated wants and needs are piling up in dusty corners. Oublier 
and left to salir. The need to wake up early or create evades me. In 
a kind of tired surrender, | just keep running from place to place. 


A silence settles in with the promise of a cold winter. 


Behind the cloud of fog covering my eyes, | flash to us rolling 
through the desert sometime before our marriage. It seems as 
good of a time as any to write this because | am in a state of entre- 
deux, a state of flux, a confusion between three countries, the one 
| live in, the one | come from, and the one | want move to. 


We are rolling through the edges of California near Death Valley, 
there is nothing in sight, we could be anywhere because there is 
only us, sand and sky. As you poignantly remark to me “the only 
things that exist are the things right in front of us.” Those words are 
a kind of opening into my current understanding of the universe. 
| am happy to agree if it means living in that particular moment 
where | had a keen fascination for the only three elements that 
permeated my field of vision. 


It is easier to write new material, one eye made up, the other bare, 
then it is to piece together the old. Maybe it is not a necessary step, 
but it seems something is hidden there in those relics. Buried ruins 
of ocean mollusks and fish that lay to rest, sleeping in orange sand, 
facing blue sky. To find them and unearth them is not difficult, it 
only takes time, but to keep them intact, as they existed perhaps 
in memory, is an arduous and impossible task. 


My homeland has left the picture. 
The desert is fading. 

Oceans fill her crevasses, 

the dryness and warmth have ceased. 


|I am only in the desert for a brief second. 

One cannot return to the past. 

Can | write about one moment in time without digressing into the 
current? 

| hope, but we shall see. 


The occupation of hanging a bookshelf, consequently without 
the proper materials, has taken up a large space in my mind 
and a physical space in my apartment, for the past six months, 
and much longer in my head, way back to the old apartment we 
shared together in Pully. What's annoying me most is l’ve lost my 
Bluetooth speaker, the one you gave me, and her cord. 


My books and notebooks traînent partout unhappily on the floor, 
the windowsill, the desk. Lost and looking for a concrete place to 
call their own. They only grow and never diminish in quantity. 

My desk and my mind is overflowing with their lack of placement, 
so | am sitting and writing on the floor. 


| open the lightest notebook. She seems to have the darkest 
thoughts. “SOMETHING BRIGHT, THEN HOLES,” is scrawled across 
one of the pages. “How will | ever work again without a partner?” 
is etched across another. 


| seemed to have lost so many this year: my husband, my best 
friend, and then, my lover/ working partner, and my car... 


Do you ever stare for too long into the screen or down the street, 
that your eyes actually gloss over, and you have no idea what you 
are typing or looking at anymore? 

The limits of the image still exist but the content becomes flou. 


“8:30 plat 3.” 

| find scribbled in black marker across a small slip of paper shoved 
in my desk drawer. Hidden among hard drives, polaroid photos, 
bills, cords, cards, envelopes... 

Signifiers of trains past. 

Reminders once critical now left unimportant. 

A summer sun is setting. 

Make way for a time more interior. 


My friends have left. | have stayed in Geneva alone with the 
carpenter boys | live with. 

My husband and my lover and my best friend all long moved away. 
| don’t even want to think of what has become of my car. Crushed 
by some uncaring people for parts sold. 


Empty gold spray-painted frames and slips of paper with Italian 
telephone numbers ripped off wall hangings in the streets of 
Napoli; abandoned apartment searches, newly attached to my 
graying walls. Notes written in pencil alongside. 

A fog rolls over my eyes again. Too much eyeliner seeping in to 
compensate for my new and shitty haircut. 

“You put all your anxiety into your hair,” my roommates girlfriend 
proclaimed. “You change your hair once every couple of weeks 
and you’re never happy with it. Soon there won’t be any more hair 


to cut off.” 


| remind myself yet again, I’ve not only lost a lover, but I’ve lost my 
proofreader. l’ve lost my working partner. 

Do | dare try to find my speaker by way of her Bluetooth? 

Can | play the songs we once sung together? 

Can we work at a distance? 

You, from your mother’s house in the UK, and me from my flat in 
Geneva where you once lived? 

Can | find my speaker through sound and not vision? 

We could except you don’t respond. (Something you'll apologize 
for later but will probably do again). 


It’s too late to retrograde now. Like a whorl mollusk’s spiral, we 
can only grow forwards not back. 


How many files and texts with the names Etienne, Graham and 
Napoli, do | have and how many years do they span? Est-ce que 
je peux le baigner là-dedans ? Est-ce que je vais me perdre ? Me 
noyer? 

How many searches have been abandoned? 

How many works and materials have been pieced together and 
then left to rot because | had no space physically, or not enough 
distance emotionally to assemble them into a finished work? 
What should | do with all the voice recordings that have never 
been transcribed, and the printed and handwritten and pieces 
written on the typewriter, strewn together in slews, and thrown 
in bags under my bed? 

Can all these fragments become seeds which grow into a book? 


Je me demande. 


Why does everything seem so much better while looking back? 
The content of the images is clearer over my right shoulder. “Death 
is over to your left,” (Don Juan). “I am mostly surviving here by 
not leaving the apartment and pretending I’m somewhere else.” 
(October, 2018). Four years later it’s vaguely the same. | need to 
move. 


| don’t like coffee yogurt | bought. It’s like a bad Mexican flan. 
Then why do | force myself to eat them? Is it because they are filling 
my fridge and | don’t want to go outside to get something else? 
Maybe | eat them to remind myself of you. Or maybe it’s a buying 
habit | never grew out of, but then you were no longer there to eat 
them. Capitalism, and our habits in resolve to it, long survives 
relationships. Then | am left with freedom and beauty to do what 
| want to do, but I’m restricted by my own devices. Stagnation? Am 
| living up to my own potential? 


This is the beginning, or the end of something, that is for sure. 
Since I’ve been back from Napoli all | hear is Italian in the streets 
and it’s completely bizarre. 

Maybe l’m tripping out all the time. I’m creating my own reality. 
“Reality and matter,” Gabuska says, “are all an illusion constructed 
in the mind.” And maybe | believe him. 


PART Il: 


TO DO LISTS AND DEALING WITH 


| think my ear is infected. 

It hurts a lot. 

Let me clarify- both ears. 

| could not resist the temptation of the hot piercer in Napoli who 
showed up late on his Ducati with a matching red leather jacket; | 
paid him more than the price | originally negotiated on the phone, 
and have been left with burning ears. 


| think the rice went bad, and my whole meal plan for tomorrow 
is ruined if | don’t have it. What does one do when a piece of 
the puzzle is missing and one doesn’t have the time or energy to 
reconstruct it? | thought | could pick up the pieces and move on, 
but | feel stuck. 


l’m in my bedroom alone in the Pâquis in Geneva. 

| just put my makeup on, it’s 9 pm, and I’m not going out. 

Let me change my former remark, 

| have no recollection of when | made the rice. 

The whole week has been a blur and | have almost no memory of 
anything | did. 

“What to do if you- withdraw from a class?” (the Google search 


bar suggested). 

“If your ear is infected?” | type in its place. 

“If you insert yourself into a culture, that doesn’t belong to you, but 
somehow you try and force it on yourself as a means to survive?” 


Often times, | fail to recognize if something really happened, or 
if | was dreaming, it is all somehow the same to me. Streams of 
images. | think of Napoli: I’m searching for a culture that was mine 
but got lost across an ocean. | can only move there because | look 
exactly like me, and come from where | come from, somehow that 
engages a kind of privilege | do not want to be a part of. If | move 
there and | have to throw out half of my stuff in order to arrive, | 
might get there and really regret all the things | had to throw out 
and leave behind, the people too. How many things do | have to 
let go of in order to move on? 


There is a fine line between stagnation and moving forward. 
It is difficult to discern restlessness from the need to change. 
Sometimes, out of indecision, a kind of indecision Nanna Jeanne 
calls, “Marone syndrome,” an urge to do nothing appears, so as to 
ease the mind. Thus, | begin a series of actions in which a Jack of 
choice, or an element of chance is involved, such as: 


Coin flipping 

Procrastinating 

Dumpster diving 

Hitchhiking 

Reading horoscopes or tarot cards as a means to make decisions. 
Telling my hairdresser to do whatever he wants to do with my hair, 


regardless of whether | like it or not, and then letting it stay that 
way for a while. 


WAYS OF DEALING WITH? SUBIR-ING. 


The makeup just keeps running off my eyes, 
there is no possibility of seeing. 

It doesn’t seem to matter which haircut | have. 
| still seem to hate it. 


DEALING WITH. SUBIR. SUBIR. SUBIR. 


“Stop partying,” my mother says. She doesn’t say it in a judgmental 
way, she says: “You keep doing the same things and expecting 
different results. You need to take vitamin C and rest. Take care 
of yourself.” 


| want something more radical. Radical self-care unfortunately 
does not come to mind. Most things do not seem radical enough. 
| crave more intensity and | know it’s unhealthy. 


Fuck, | should have never given my friend in Napoli that purple 
velour belt... It was my favorite belt; | had only worn it for one day 
and | had to let it go too early, as | did with so many things. | give 
away things for no reason that | should keep. | think it’s because | 
do not believe too much in materiality; | don’t believe in ownership. 
| feel like crawling up in a ball and hiding. | cannot party anymore; 
| am not well. | cannot judge when to give things up, and when to 
keep hold to them tight. The cire d’abeille’s address in the Grottes 


is not disclosed. The kebab shop should be open. But there is a 
contact number... contact, car? Nothing is open. | forgot | live in 
Geneva now and that | no longer live in New York. | am starving 
and | want to escape. The car is so important, that it’s become 
another personnage. Someone | miss dearly. My old car wouldn’t 
have fit in any of the parking spots here. 


Ruins of men fucked. 

Left to rot in corners. 

| picture the men hanging dead on meat hooks in one of the 
scenes of Goodfellas. 

Freezing, sad. 

Misplaced, displaced. 

Gone. 

The tears just keep rolling, rolling down. 

Fog around my head and eyes again. 

Loss. 

Trying to fill myself up with something | cannot find. 


Everything | do doesn’t make me feel any better about myself. 
No change to my self-image, no mutation. 

| stay the same and | have to deal with that. 

My mom asks me if I’m pursuing a dream of a past life. 

And | tell her, “Maybe.” 

There is a window cut out at the end of the world. 


| soent so much time entertaining the idea of being with you again, 
that | completely lost sight of myself for a second time. To do lists 
pile up like un-shelved books on desks and in floor corners. 


Being in a couple somehow involves living a life that is not entirely 
yours and somehow you begin to believe more and more that 
it is your own. It is the life of the every woman, the every man. 
You begin to invest in a homogenized idea of yourself, rather than 
a multitudinal one. Maybe it is better to have 1,000 different 
business cards printed by hand on random bits of thick paper, than 
it is to have 250 of the same ones, especially since you cannot 
touch the grades of paper on the fucking website. It is better to 
not be so sure of yourself. The entirety of your image is in flux. It is 
better to erase personal histories. | condone cutting up and killing 
the old and using it as a pattern for the new. 


Some unfinished things will never be and it’s time to discard them 
in favor for something better, something new. Something that is 
coming into being. Something you wanted to come into being for 
a long time... 


Sometimes it’s necessary to let a good thing die. 


PART IV 


First of all, | don’t own a rain jacket, | believe if | don’t own one it 
won't rain, which is obviously a gross misconception, that | would 
compare to not buying tissues because that way | will never have 
to blow my nose or cry. | do buy tissues, but only with the intent 
to aide in putting on makeup, which | do daily. | mostly use the 
tissues to soak up blood after masturbating while bleeding, to 
blow my nose, (which is a product of too much cigarette smoking, 
too much lactose, and too much dust in my house), and of course, 
to soak up tears. 


| have no desire to go outside when it’s like this, it’s 10 PM in my 
bedroom in the Pâquis. Despite my staying inside, the cold and 
the gray somehow aches into my bones, reaches inside the house, 
settles in my liver. | used to say that | loved a gray sky to Graham 
only because he loved it, but after he cheated on me in front of 
my face with my lesbian friend’s girlfriend, gray has vastly lost its 
appeal. | never really liked it to begin with. That’s the thing you 
learn after any rupture — you never really liked many of the things 
you convince yourself to like while you were with the other person. 


The rain still exists. | cannot deny her presence. 


There is something so pleasing, yet at the same time, 
uncomfortable about the informality of communications between 
people in the states, especially on the west coast. At least it is 
probably not raining in L.A where Jareth is now. He sent me Tony! 
Toni! Toné!’s song It Never Rains (In Southern California). | don’t 
understand if that’s him hinting at me to go visit him, or if he’s 
making a subtle indication about the drought they are having, ora 
political statement about global warming. 


| always thought | might be gay. It is something | feel | have to hide 
from people in my daily life, on a regular basis, not just the straight 
ones, but the gay and the queer ones too, even my friends. But 
the thing is, I’m not. It’s more about a fear of showing some side 
of myself that’s hidden, a part of myself that has to stay inside, 
despite the weather, that I’m not even sure what it is, | don’t think 
lve explored it, and I’m pretty sure it has very little to do with 
sexuality, some side of myself | cannot quite touch and | don’t 
want to show others. 


lm open about my personal life, maybe too much so, but there 
is always something | cannot quite reach—maybe it’s a kind of 
vulnerability | am hiding and searching for. The openness regarding 
my personal life only keeps that vulnerability better hidden. I’m 
very sensitive when it comes down to it. It is a kind of vulnerability 
I’m always assumed women can have around groups of girlfriends, 
something I’ve never had, although it was also a choice. I’ve always 
had queer and guy friends but very few straight female ones. | 
liken this to the fact that | probably hate myself. 


There is probably some feminine side of myself | am rejecting. | 
guess | removed it because | figured it wasn’t very useful in today’s 
society, the one we are all forced to function in. Survival of the 
fittest has turned me ‘masculine’ or against myself — whatever 
the hell that means. | have only truly been intimate in my most 
intense relationships. | cannot seem to trust anyone who has not 
already greatly perturbed me. The calm and the trust come after 
the storm. 


Etienne told me, “In the end it was forced.” 

“We were doing what we were doing just because we were used 
to doing it.” “Not because we really wanted to.” You should have 
used you and not we. You should have spoken for yourself and not 
for me. 


ld have to say, in the end of all ends, | agree. | didn’t before, but 
now | do. It was very good sex, but it was no longer an exploration. 
But somehow, | was very happy with that. It felt like love. 


We had become a very good reliable pair of socks that eventually 
developed a hole in one heel, they were too good to throw out, 
and yet the hole kind of ruined them. 

But then what happens when you no longer have any pairs of 
socks? 

What happens then?! 

Assuming you’re in Switzerland and all the good socks are too 


expensive and the affordable ones are only at H&M and half made 
of plastic and you don’t want plastic socks?! 
Disposable men are of no use to you anymore. 


We have to reckon with ourselves at some point. 

What we know but cannot reach needs to come to the surface. 
Dead bodies weighed down in oceans, will eventually lose their 
anchors, become light and float. 


Someone has entered the building. 


| guess l'Il just have to go on without socks. Move somewhere 
warm, so | don’t need them. 

In the end, if | didn’t choose to be here | wouldn’t (I think | forget 
that sometimes). 

Yet these clothes and these holey socks cling to my body artifices, 
things | want to rip off, but cannot because there is a society, and 
we must be dressed and rain is falling outside, moist and humid, 
these clothes stick to my bones. 


The holes have reached a size beyond repair. 


Exhaustion, acid reflux, cold bones... do we ever reach a state of 
homeostasis--- comfortability, if we find it, it quickly disappears ... 
everything is changing constantly. We have to make a bubble of 
protection. 


Sometimes we don’t always have to be there for the other, 
sometimes we can only be there for ourselves. 


| lied. 

| want to meet. 

In fact, | am using the excuse of renewing my Swiss permit just to 
see you, somehow seeing you has become more important, which 
is insane considering we are no longer together and how much | 
want a permanent out from the states. I’m not even sure | want to 
go there for a visit. 


| need one cadre, one focus, not more than that. 
Otherwise, | may slip out of view. 
| can even slip out of view from myself. 


PART Ill: 


LE SECTEUR FRANÇAIS 


J'attends mon avion pour Paris dans le secteur français de l’aéroport 
de Genève. Je vais aller à Paris et après, je vais prendre un avion 
pour Boston. J'ai l'impression d’être un étranger dans mon propre 
pays. Je sais exactement comment aller à la gare depuis l'aéroport 
de Napoli où de Genève, mais pas du tout de l'aéroport de Boston 
jusqu’à la gare de Boston. Lorsque j'arrive a Boston, les premières 
choses que je vois sont des drapeaux américains et j'ai envie de 
les brûler. | think of Chris Korda’s video on 9-11, / Like to Watch, 
which was screened at La Haute école d'art et de design, and 
never would have been allowed in any U.S educational institution. 
This is probably one out of many reasons why | don’t study there. 


Le secteur francais à l'aéroport de Genève est très tranquille, 
un peu lent, déprimant et vide après les vacances scolaires. On 
a l'impression que la douane suisse n’en a rien à faire de ce que 
les gens emmènent avec eux en France, alors la sécurité est plus 
relax. Il n’y a plus de croissants ni de pains aux chocolats dans le 
secteur français, c'est comme une bonne boulangerie en France — 
quand il n’y en a plus, il n’y en a plus. They’re not going to sell you 
some old bread just to make a sale like they would in the states. 

Dans la partie Suisse de l'aéroport, ils ont des grands cafés et plus 
de croissants et pains aux chocolats, mais peut-étre, ils sont moins 


bien parce qu’ils viennent de la Suisse—peut-étre dans les deux 
secteurs, ils viennent de la Suisse, je n’en sais rien. Dans la partie 
française, il y a seulement un magasin pour des journaux et des 
cigarettes. Et seulement un café, si on peut l'appeler comme ça. Je 
je ne pense pas. Mais les gens sont gentils. J’ai demandé le prix 
d’un cappuccino et d’un café au lait dans le café, et une dame avec 
des cheveux courts et un survêtement dans la file d'attente, m'a 
dit « J'ai la monnaie si tu veux. » J'ai répondu « Non, ça va merci, 
c'est juste que c'est cher. » « Bah, oui, c'est la Suisse » elle m'avait 
répondu. J'aurais plutôt dû dire, « Merci, c'est gentil » mais je n’y 
ai pas pensé à cet instant. 


Les gens du secteur français n’ont pas l’air de se soucier du fait 
qu'ils soient dans un aéroport—ce qui rend l’environnement 
beaucoup plus relax que la partie Suisse. Il n’y a aucun magasin de 
luxe dans le secteur français... Aucune lounge... Aucun smoking. 
Les toilettes sont la zone fumeur, on va dire que c’est presque la 
France déja, mais avec plus de rancoeur contre la Suisse, et moins 
de gréves. 


Le mur entre le café luxe suisse et le secteur francais est en verre, 
donc on peut voir ce que l’on manque. J'ai rigolé avec le monsieur 
assis dans le café sur le fait qu’on doive chauffer nos quiches nous- 
mêmes dans les micro-ondes a côté du café, une personne Suisse 
aurait sûrement facilement accepté. Mais lui, c'est évident qu'il 
n'aime pas la nourriture instantanée et encore moins le fait que 
l’on doive la réchauffer nous-mêmes... je suis d'accord. On n'est 
pas au États-Unis. 


Chaque fois que je fais ce voyage au states l’envie me vient, lorsque 
je suis déja en route, d’abandonner tout et de me casser pour aller 
autre part, presque n'importe où tant que ce n’est pas les states. 


Is this what happened when | abandoned my homeland in the sky? 
Is this what happened that made my soul incarnate on earth? A 
rejection of a kind of life | was possibly already content with? The 
judgement and grouping of projections into a result which made 
me need to abandon ship and go elsewhere? Most likely..... and 
now | am replaying the very same cycle here on earth. | need to 
put an end to it. It’s just | get so caught up on the little things—like 
if | have to go to the states without bread or a real croissant, | will 
freak out when | arrive there. Thank God | am passing by Paris... 
Fuck the Mother Mary beads went in the checked bag. 


Fuck! the woman who offered me money for the coffee is trop 
beau... maybe | have a crush ... maybe | am gay. And yet | cannot 
stop thinking about laying on___ ’s chest... doing this voyage 
with him... giving him back my leather jacket.... sucking him off and 
screaming “I love your dick.” Of which he can recall. 


The woman in the check in line with her small daughter m'a 
interrompu, «J’ai entendu parler que vous allez a Boston.» It was 
not a question but a direct statement. She is sure of herself. 

| was taken aback, «Oui,» j’ai repondu dans mon délire fatigué, | had 
not ingested enough coffee at this point. «Vous êtes américaine ?» 
Elle a demandé. «Malheureusement, oui,» j'ai répondu... Jesus 
what the fuck did she want? | thought she was going to ask me a 
question about the flight .... Mais, non. «We lived in Boston for xyz 


years....blah blah blah.... voisinage.» «Oh okay, je ne connais pas 
très bien, je suis dans l’entre-deux.... entre New York et Boston.» 

| don’t like when people get into my private business of where l’m 
going... | especially don’t like when people ask me my nationality, 
or if l’m American, and | particularly don’t like people with children 
either. | had no idea what to say to this woman. She was just trying 
to be nice and make a connection with another human. | was tired 
and a bit rude. 


| prefer much more to ridicule the Swiss with the French people 
and laugh about the prices and the microwaves. | guess the words 
came out “I am in an entre-deux,” but between which nations, 
which cultures, which ideas? Surely these ideas of nationality 
are ridiculous since nations are only composed of geographical 
markers and political systems, both of which are man-made. | 
wasn’t sure. | wondered what | was | rejecting in myself and taking 
from somewhere else. What was never really mine to begin with 
that | kept holding onto? 


ll faut lâcher toutes les idées par apport à soi-même. Mais après 
ça, comment exister dans ce monde avec des barrières ? This is 
the beginning of something. 

| see a flight for Napoli on the board departing close to my flight 
time... But I’m stuck in the secteur francaise ... no way out... l'Il 
grab a croissant in Paris. 


PART IV: 


ON EMPTINESS, ON LOSS: 
25 KIDS & 2 ARI 


We met in the summer of the year that Nitsch died, at the 2-day 
play in Prinzendorf, Austria. When | first saw Jareth from afar in the 
crowd of public viewers, | thought he was a German curator or a 
museum director, looking very blasé and sexy in his royal blue suit 
with his long flowing natural ginger hair. Although, | did not want 
to admit that | saw him this way because there was something 
distant and cold about the way he held himself. Then when | 
saw him the next day, high on LSD, wearing nothing but shorts 
and a tie dye tee-shirt, passed out over a bench in the middle 
of the performance, | realized he was a jet-lagged hippie, a lost 
little boy, perhaps a young man trying to make it in America, and | 
immediately rescinded my harsh judgement from the day before. 


| met the Roman boys at the same event. Marcus is now a very 
good friend of my mine. | was performing in his work in Rome right 
after | got the call that my grandfather had passed away, which 
was the foremost reason that | returned to New York. | was in 
Connecticut for my grandfather’s funeral, and after, | went to New 
York to meet Jareth for the second time, and the gallery team fresh 
in from Salt Lake City and LA. It was late fall in the city and we were 


in a wine bar on the Lower East Side at 1:30 AM on a Saturday 
night, or was it a classy joint in Chinatown? | don’t remember, this 
time | was the one high on LSD and we went in and out of so 
many places | couldn’t keep track. Jareth had strewn himself over 
a dark wooden restaurant booth, wearing a black onesie, made 
from raincoat material, (for an adult, probably Balenciaga), large 
framed pink-tinted sunglasses, even though it was the middle of 
the night (you can tell he’s from LA), natural strawberry blonde 
hair swept off his face. 


It was earlier this afternoon that | had met up with him. He and his 
friend Dolce, a black guy with dreads and a half-British, half-Jersey 
accent picked me up at a random address | went to by accident 
while in search of the art fair in a red sportscar who’s brand | 
couldn’t identify. We whipped through Jersey City at drag race 
speed just for the fun and the fact that you can do that in America. 


Jareth had a knack for bringing me things | was attracted to, or 
searching for, or maybe, that was just the universe, and | was getting 
it confused with a beautiful man, albeit a beautiful American man. 
We ate Pho, which was ironic because my dad’s Vietnamese wife 
was making it earlier that week and | was really craving it, but | was 
too non-committal to agree to come. It happened again with the 
bagels, and the Chinese food and the mystery wine. Everything 
with Jareth seemed to be surreal, even the Australian themed bar 
where we ordered Georgian wine from the Indian bartender, that 
we thought was a California style or Hawaiian themed bar, (at this 
point we were still in Jersey, we were already wasted, with Dolce 
who was sober). 


He had also told me the name of the artist | needed to hear, that | 
had forgotten, Lee Lozano, he brought it up conversation casually 
with no awareness of the fact that | had been searching for her 
name for months. “Read spiritual books,” he said. Was this his 
higher power telling my higher power? 

We did not get a chance to see Jareth’s professor, Charles Gaines’ 
sculpture exhibition on Governor’s Island, we didn’t have a drink 
alone, although both of those were possibilities, we at one time 
suggested to each other. At the sushi restaurant, he talked in a 
relaxed way about his past life as a doctor or a surgeon, he had 
some déja vu while walking through the surgery section at Yale and 
then it disintegrated as he walked out of that area, like a thought 
cloud dissolving into the clear blue of the mind in meditation. 
While walking with him through the dark streets, he told me | 
need to heal my Chiron in Libra. He told me about the need to 
meet the other, the need to make things clear to myself. First, | 
should have started by saying: 


It’s easy to make a new husband out of an American man. 


Only I’m lying: American men aren’t out for marrying these days. 
At least the classy ones with art careers from the East or the West 
coast. The American dream is dead, especially the part about 
the house and the white picket fence. It isn’t easy to be single in 
America, or anywhere for that matter. In fact, | cannot even tell if 
men, outside of Italians, are hitting on me, or just friends, or down 
right hate me, or are genuinely making fun of me. | guess as Jareth 
suggested, | need to heal my Chiron in Libra in order to tell. 

| shot a photo over to Etienne of me and Jareth on the Mr. Purple 


rooftop garden with the Manhattan skyline in view. Was it a joke, 
or a passive aggressive jab? which one I’m not sure. | was there 
with my ex-husband years ago before we were together and 
ended up there again by accident, by booking a room in the hotel 
that lies below the Mr. Purple rooftop bar. 


Eventually Jareth called me a ‘G,’ which | really appreciated and 
missed that kind of US slang. | wish people in Europe would stop 
asking me if | missed the states. My answer used to be “No,” then 
it gradually became “I don’t know,” and now it’s more like, “I don’t 
want to talk or think about it,” or, “I would prefer that you don’t 
ask me that question because | don’t know how to answer it,” 
maybe the better response would be, “Do | miss it personally? Or 
culturally? Or politically?” They all have different answers. Do | 
miss people’s slang language and people saying things like “You’re 
a G, Maddie?” Yes, yes | do. 


Words flow out of me in buckets these days probably the product 
of no longer repressing myself and filling myself with self-hate and 
trying to justify and erase where | come from. 

It’s not my fault the US is fucked up, and it isn’t all bad either. In 
the end, no man belongs to any nation. 


My nails are long, and the paint is thinning. My computer is not 
charging on the Shoreline East train. The conductor corrected me 
when | asked if the train was going directly to New York and he 
remarked strongly, “This is Connecticut, this is a Shoreline East 
train. This train ends in Connecticut.” These days New Englanders 
need to make distinctions, he was implying that we need to keep 


the New Yorkers out, particularly the rich ones who bought up all 
the properties and the rental agencies that jacked up the prices 
after COVID, buying unvisited properties over the phone and over- 
bidding in cash. The proximity to New York is part of what makes 
the coast of Connecticut cultured and educated, but at the same 
time gentrifies it. 


It was at Yale, in New Haven, Connecticut, that Jareth was 
walking through when he flashed back to his past life as a military 
commander ... or was it a surgeon? He only flashed back while 
he was walking through the medical wing... then it went away. “If 
it was the 1960’s I’d probably have two kids and a sports car by 
now,” he proclaimed. That was that white picket fence dream | 
was talking about. That was the only time I’d ever heard him talk 
about having a family. The only time he mentioned his romantic 
life was after Space Office, the gallery, completely crashed and 
died out. He phoned me and told me it was fucking up not only 
his professional, but also his romantic life. 


lam heading back on the train to New York to a Thanksgiving dinner 
party held one week early. An old friend from high school who | 
haven't seen in eight or ten years invited me. | am happy because 
| wanted to go to a Thanksgiving party with friends, “like the good 
old days,” when | lived in New York, only | remembered that when 
| lived here, | used to hang out with friends from the city, | never 
was really close with anyone from high school. | imagined them to 
all to be Stepford Wives, or bankers. | grew up in Fairfield County 
so unfortunately my judgements weren’t very far off. Only the gay 
people turned out cool. 


| scroll nostalgically through videos from friends who could have 
been lovers but never were or haven’t arrived at being yet. Photos 
of lovers | thought liked me but then just never called me back in 
some horrible distant manner, in a way in which I’d have preferred 
that they blocked me, or said they hated me, but instead they 
just let the thing die out... a candle that had perhaps only had the 
illusion of being lit in the first place. | took an innate interest in the 
photos and videos sent to burner phones that have been thrown 
out, lost, or kept but no longer turn on: lost in my desk drawer 
somewhere with the neglected business cards, phone numbers, 
wine labels and Polaroids. People and moments that mattered 
but somehow no longer do, or at least cannot for the moment 
because they are too painful. | wanted too much, and | didn’t get 
it. everything gets forgotten, even love. 


| wrote in a flurry and scribbled all over everything to the point 
where it was completely impossible to decipher. Too much energy, 
too much explosion of creation to diriger. | ran out of paper and 
pens... 

| am eating peanut butter and cocoa powder and banana crushed 
in a bowl, a pathetic excuse for a desert. | am drinking lukewarm 
water that | infused with poppy seeds in a failed attempt to make 
opium tea to help me sleep. 


| wanted to get into bed with you, then | missed my chance, and 
later | missed it again. 


You were lying all over my bed, mixed signals. 

You called me a bunch, then when | wrote you again you didn’t 
respond, 

Mixed signals. 


| need you to “Fuck me like you love me.” (Some words | spoke to 
you and then later you reiterated them). You should: 

(Spell it out in a painting). 

(Or better yet a sign). 


| thought you would ask to come back with me. You never did. 
Too much calm, not enough storm. | should have asked you 
if you wanted to stay. Sometimes | make myself completely 
unapproachable. | decided not to fill up the bed with extra pillows 
to fill up the spaces where the men who left me once were, or the 
men who never were. | decided to finally be okay with being alone. 
And it was okay for one night, it was bearable, as time went on 
sometimes it was even nice to be alone, and then it became really 
unbearable, a loneliness crept in like the cold of winter when you 
didn’t even realize yet that summer had ended, and it is already 
late fall. 


| got freezing fast. At least | got out of my head. 
That was all one day? Not possible. | need so little to feel and see 
so much. 


But the thing is | don’t know you. Maybe what | don’t know about 
here, | know about elsewhere. Dealing with that Chiron in Libra. 


Going forwards in. 
Going backwards out. 


Bee Gee’s on the radio of the Uber rolling through Jersey City. 
Am | saying what you need to hear? Is my higher being or power 
speaking to yours? 


Climbing stairs. 
In the end, maybe all | really wanted was an American man. 


Except | didn’t understand them. Finally, nationality doesn’t really 
matter. Trust in the divine timing, starting at the base level and 
moving up. 

Step by step. 

Foundations. 

Climbing the stairs. 


| kept telling myself | was climbing the stairs. 
Stairs to something. 


| thought about my friend Viv’s manic-obsessive episode where 
she kept climbing up and down the stairs of her hallway in her 
apartment in Paris and she couldn’t stop until she reached the 
top, just one more time. | hoped | wasn’t climbing to the top of 
something in which | would force myself to climb down again. 


If you can’t finish your bachelor’s degree, at least get married (I 
told myself subconsciously). And then | did get married, and when 
| finished the bachelor’s degree | got separated. (I told myself | 
didn’t know that this would happen). 


“Nobody gets too much love anymore,” he croons, the Bee Gee’s 
center man hottie, Barry Gibb with his chest hairs out... 


Or maybe, it’s his less hot brother singing. 


In any case, | agree. 


ON LOSS Il: 


THE ART FAIR © 
TEMPORARY VISITATION RIGHTS 


After the separation it has taken me a year and a half to finally 
learn how to be alone again. | am sitting in my dad’s basement 
opening boxes of my things | leave in the US and never get to look 
through. 


| have not understood until now- Monday, November 14th, 2022 
(while writing this), why | gave up my marriage, until | found some 
notes scribbled in the front-page margins of Zen and the Art of 
Motorcycle Maintenance, a copy from high school, given to me 
by my favorite English teacher, where | must have written inside 
at age 16. The copy is a bit deteriorated and hidden in one of my 
boxes of books. It reads: 


“| don’t have a problem with ‘caring.’ I’m just afraid to feel the 
pain of loss- so | make loss exist. | create it for myself — just out of 
fear that someone else doesn’t create it for me.” Maddie Marone 


After reading several bits of writing in the inside the covers of other 
books that shaped my adolescence and consequently my life, 


these snippets proved to be the most poignant and enlightened 
prose from moments where things just hit me, and | had nowhere 
else to express myself. Writing that took place in spaces when | 
didn’t have access to notebooks: on flights, in elevators, and 
five minutes before | had to get off trains. Those are the urgent 
seconds when | write best- when | have some kind of revelation. 


She told me about being a stripper in Utah. A Salt Lake City pole 
dancer. “You can do it if you want to,” she said. “You don’t need to 
fuck ‘em. Although there’s one that I’m waiting and wanting for.” 
She laughs and smiles all giddy in the husky voice of an East Coast 
mother meddled with a twang of the west. She tells me all of this 
in our free dirty Jersey City hotel room au milieu de nulle part that 
| negotiated from a Bangladeshi hotel attendant in the middle of 
the night, after we were lost, high on LSD, drunk, had no buses or 
trains to return to Manhattan, and were locked out of our Air BNB 
by the rest of the gallery team who had fallen asleep. She says 
she likes the work, the attention, the money. “It’s easy, not like in 
Manhattan where you have to go to school to be a stripper. Great 
money and sometimes they just want to talk to you.” 


We went to sleep and got up a few hours later. That was our deal 
with the hotel attendant. We got the room for free, but we had to 
leave when the first rays of light appeared. It’s usually the same 
kind of deal with a shitty one-night stand man on a Saturday night. 


When Ryan picked us up it was 5 AM, he carried my overweight 
bag up a flight of stairs and through an abandoned parking lot to 
the apartment where the rest of the gallery team was staying. We 
passed out on the floor, there was nowhere to sleep. Later that 
day Ryan took me out for a bagel, maybe looking to hook up, but 
also just trying to be welcoming in his Midwestern way. | found 
him to be too nice and too apologetic for my liking, but sweet 
and genuinely interested in me, which was refreshing. We got to 
talking about The Catcher in the Rye on our way from the coffee 
shop, walking back to the art fair through the semi-abandoned and 
trash ridden streets of North Jersey City. He got to saying that it is, 
“Phony on some level or hypocritical that Caulfield doesn’t sleep 
with one of these strippers because he is always trying to mimic 
adult behaviors but then doesn’t play out the actions related to 
them.” 

| laughed and replied, “I think Holden is truer to himself by simply 
talking to them because he wasn’t just trying to do, or play out 
‘adult’ actions, he was trying to find out the meaning of them. 
He was trying to understand the behavior of adults and their 
reasoning behind that behavior. As in, do we do things because 
we want to do them as individuals? Or do we do things because 
society told us to?” 


|? 


“Wow, | never thought about it like that!” he exclaimed. 

Then we got to talking about that whole part in the book where 
Holden’s teacher tries to rape him, and Ryan told me he had cut 
that out of his memory and didn’t even remember that it had 
occurred, he guesses because his high school English teacher who 


taught him the book at the time had been sleeping with a high 
school student. 


“Well, it’s understandable why you have selective memory about 
that part. But you know my English teacher also went to bed with 
a student, and then he got thrown in jail and it’s unfortunate 
because he was the best teacher in the school, and he was 
the best teacher because he had knowledge about life, he had 
experience, he really lived. And it’s a shame because she wanted 
to fuck him, | was in the class and | saw her always flirting with 
him, she was the one who initiated the thing, and he was the one 
that got thrown in jail. Now thanks to that situation there are no 
more good English teachers, only ones who read syllabi from text 
books and go home to their wives and watch television and go to 
shopping malls on the weekend and pick out drapes for the dining 
room and pay their taxes and watch football, nobody takes the 
students to Salem and explains Hawthorne’s The Custom House 
as a critique of US capitalism, no one protests Vietnam or Iraq, or 
dissents regarding popular opinion about 9-11, or reads Howard 
Zinn’s A People’s History of the United States, and no one tells the 
students honestly that their writing sucks and that they should 
read this or that, and that they can really improve. Nobody blasts 
rock music in the hallways or drinks a beer in front of the students. 
Everybody’s too afraid to live, and everybody’s too afraid to be 
honest, everybody’s too afraid to do anything outside the norm, 
everyone has forgotten that they are going to die.” 


“Well, | guess that’s another thing | never thought about.” 


We returned to the art fair. 


Later, exhausted, | went back to Manhattan alone, visited MOMA, 
left my bag in a hotel luggage storage, because they don’t have 
lockers in museums anymore in New York (they blame it on 
terrorism), picked up my bag, and eventually left the city. | went 
back to Connecticut where | grew up; | was used to the habitual 
two-hour aller-retours. On my way home to my dad’s basement, 
where | would read pages from the inner book flaps about my life 
later that evening, | ate trashy biryani on the train that | bought 
from street cart which made me sick to my stomach... | was too 
tired and overspent in more ways than one. | missed the Palase 
Paradice dinner with the gallery team in Brooklyn, the Burrough 
| did not make it to at all on this trip. | ate in a local Caribbean 
restaurant at the edge of Jersey City for lunch, more salty meat 
and rice. But it was good. | didn’t leave a tip because | had no cash 
and there was no table service. It was my faux pas and a major 
faux pas in the American system. When | got back to Connecticut, 
my dad’s 30-year-old Vietnamese wife force fed me steak and rice. 
| thought | was going to vomit and couldn’t refuse for reasons of 
hospitality. 


At night, while lying in the bed in the semi-finished basement | 
had tellement d’inspiration et tellement envie de voir des beaux 
gosses enlever leurs culottes... | couldn’t stop thinking about sex. 


If you lay on my bed, if you sprawl across it, what does 
that mean? Were you attracted or perplexed? You 


flashed an almost worried look at my collant-ed (tight- 
covered) legs...your glances were indecipherable. | kept 
replaying the situation over and over again in my head, 
searching for one tiny detail | might have overlooked that 
would somehow give me the key to understanding the 
whole picture. | couldn’t find it. 


The espresso | had at MOMA earlier this afternoon finally hit me 
now. In bed, the wood stove is burning and l’m trying to go pee 
without going upstairs and waking my four-year-old half-sister, 
my father and his young wife, where I’m crashing for one night 
before | go back to my mother’s house, where I’m slightly more 
comfortable. | am reminded of all these temporary landing points, 
even in my home country, with temporary visitation rights. 


Pee pee peeee peeee peeee. Trying to go pee. | hesitate to piss in 
a cup and throwing it out in the kitchen sink in the morning when 
no one is paying attention. I’ve come to the end of the notebook. 
Energy still rushing in from everything that happened in New York. 
Pee pee peee peeee peeee. Sneeze pee sleep. 


The men somehow always arrive at making me warmer, when the 
women seem to fail to do so. Is that why | still feel that | need a 
man? Is it that feeling of warmth, that need to survive? Is it the 
constant reminder of my inability to light the fire myself chez nous 
in Geneva, or at least to do it as well as the men | live with? Even 
though we all have the same materials, my fire burns less bright. 
Is it the feeling that | am missing a dick— the Freudian concept of 
penis envy? | really do feel this after sex. Is it their dick that | am 


missing or one of my own? | believe it is theirs, it is really a shame 
because | cannot obtain it. | am reminded suddenly that I’ve have 
only slept in the guest bed in father’s basement one other time 
and that was with my ex-husband. 


It’s nice and cozy down here, it’s almost nicer than mom’s house, 
just because of the wood stove and the pink walls. There is an 
emphasis on warmth and physical Taurean comfort that mom's 
domain doesn’t provide; a level of freedom and emotional 
intelligence is missing though. It’s very cherry for a basement, 
the only thing that’s not here is my husband. He’s no longer with 
me. He remains, the writing in the interior of a book flap, very 
important, but dead. Buried in a basement storage box, to be 
pulled out and dealt with on another day, years from now. All the 
men and my fantasies of them are just replacements for him. The 
American boy doesn’t matter, or rather, my projection onto to 
him doesn’t. | cannot tell if it’s him I’m looking for, or someone 
else, because the ideas I’ve created about him are so blinding. | 
need clarity. | want to go out and see the stars. The fairy lights 
look beautiful on the terrace, but they’re not stars. | want to go 
and see them, but | cannot. It will wake up my half-sister and her 
mom, and my dad, who will get all concerned and nervous that 
someone is breaking in. | begin dreaming of painting the stars 
on the basement ceiling so | can see them one by one, close up. 
Goodnight Maddie. Goodnight Moon. 


2 CAKES 


The American Man is just a replacement for the man | lost 
somewhere along the way. 


| cannot believe he called me, while | was staying in my dad’s 
basement, after the three long and somewhat gruesome days at 
the art fair in New York. Maybe he did feel like something could 
have happened, but then why was he so uninspired to have seen 
me again on the last night, and so unwilling to leave his bag at my 
hotel? Do people really call their friends after being with them all 
weekend? Why did he never talk about his romantic history? Is he 
really a private person, or is there just not much to share? He’s 
probably dating someone, but then again, he doesn’t seem like 
the kind of guy that dates. He did mention that he was visiting a 
lady at Documenta. Does he think I’m stupid that | put together 
Art Basel (an art fair), Documenta and Manifesta (exhibitions) into 
one group? Why did | suggest meeting up with the rest of the 
gallery team at the pizza place when | really just wanted to get a 
drink with him, and then talk him into sleeping at my hotel, and 
then fuck him? 


Maybe it was just because | got nervous, and | couldn’t really 
understand his vibe. 


It’s probably better to not shit where you eat. 


There are people that really confuse me. Normally it’s men that 
have some sexual interest in me but not much. | don’t understand 
how they act or their motives, the same goes for male friends who 
have interest in me but not enough to really do anything about it 
or show it. Sometimes | feel like if you don’t fuck them or lay down 
with them right away you get in a friend zone that you can’t get 
out of. | could have laid down next to Jareth that first night, but it 
was right after we heard about the rape story that went down at 
the castle and | was all freaked out, which was why | went to sleep 
in Marcus and Jareth’s cabin anyway to begin with. | wanted to lay 
with him— God he was shirtless too. But Marcus was there, and 
| did not want to mess up an opportunity for myself. | wanted to 
have my cake and eat it too. Or rather, | wanted to have two cakes 
and eat both of them separately. 


Maybe he didn’t try anything with me because | proclaimed so 
profoundly my interest in Marcus and Gianluca, the Roman men. 
| could tell Marcus was thinking Jareth was cock blocking him. It 
would have been okay with me if Jareth has made his intentions 
clearer. But Marcus was there, and | felt like | had to choose 
between them right at that moment and | didn’t want to because 
| liked them both. If | was really being honest with myself, | was 
trying to get with Gianluca who had zero interest in me and was 
completely wasted. Marcus was really trying to fuck me, saw that 
Jareth was hanging around, tried for a while, then was exhausted 
from the two days of non-stop performing and went to bed. 
Jareth who was high on LSD and didn’t know exactly where he 
was sleeping, was just hanging around. | felt like sleeping next to 
one would have ruined my chances of later being able to sleep 


next to the other. So, | slept uncomfortably on the floor between 
the two of them. It reminds me of the terrible open relationship 
end to my marriage. 


| slept with Marcus later on when we ran into each other by 
accident in Napoli at an event at Casa Morra, not because | liked 
him more, but because he was more upfront with his intentions, 
and the universe left us an opportunity to tie up loose ends. But 
also, because | have a secret passion for dirty hotels around Napoli 
Garibaldi, and had already missed all the trains back to Bruno’s in 
Ercolano. | really liked Marcus, | could read him easily--- which is 
much more attractive to me than mystery, and he genuinely felt 
like an old friend. | know | can trust him. | am not one of those 
women who is attracted more to men who ‘play it cool’ or who’s 
feelings are unclear to me. Ambiguity is not on my list of attractive 
qualities. 


“Will they fuck you like they love you?” 

Jareth’s voice is ringing in my head. | was drunkenly speaking about 
the Italian boys to two Italian men in broken Italian outside the 
underground club we couldn’t get into in lower Manhattan. 


My vagina is exploding, where are you?! Oh jeez, you’re standing 
right next to me. Why aren’t you interested in me? Or why are you 
so ambiguous about your potential interest? Is that how things 
work on the West Coast? | don’t know. Culturally L.A is more 
éloigné from the East Coast than Rome is. 


Later, on the Lower East Side, he exclaimed, “Oh, | thought you 


had already left.” He thought it was bizarre that | was waiting for 
him outside the pizza place, which | thought was strange. | started 
smoking just to kill time and because | was anxious and thinking 
about what would happen next. I’m sure he was perturbed by 
both actions. 


I’ve gone overboard can you real me in. 
There’s a place we don’t want to go to. (See You, Dinosaur Jr) 


Je ne me souviens plus mais tout la journée aujourd’hui j'étais sur 
le point de pleuvoir (pleurer) et ça me soûle. 


“I don’t have a problem with not caring. I’m just afraid to 
feel the pain of loss- so | make loss exist. | create it for 
myself just out of fear that someone else doesn’t create it 
for me.” 


My own words come back to me, vibrating and rebounding off the 
interior walls of my skull. 


| force change so that it doesn’t come on its own. | don’t know 
which parts of this notebook to type up, and which ones to leave 
alone and let die, and rot in open suitcases, overflowing shelves, 
and under my bed. 


Pay closest attention to the notes written in the margins. 


Some of these notes need to be lay to rest where they were 
written, they do not get to carry ona life of their own. Sometimes 


things and people die off long before you thought they were 
supposed to. Never expect anything because then if it doesn’t 
come to fruition you suffer. | find it ironic, the fact that | am lonely, 
and yet | have a distinct need to be alone. | do not want to be 
called. | am searching for interior work and self-reflection. 


| think the black notebook with the FIMO red clay markers in place 
of post-it notes is good for now. At least | cannot decrypt anymore 
of its tired post New York notes, so | will move on to the next. 


Why is it that sometimes we think our notes are so important at 
one moment and then they become somewhat useless or lose their 
spark later? Relationships are like that. They give us realizations and 
then they die out. We need to let them die, bury them, give them 
the funeral service they deserve, pick up ourselves and move on. 


ON THE INSIDE COVER 
OF MAGGIE NELSON'S BLT S: 


Sexual smog has polluted my brain. A pump from my clit-factory as 
bouchon-ed all up the clear cloudless blue sky that is supposed to 
be my meditating mind. Oh, stop obsessing and go to bed! It’s the 
espresso that’s keeping me up. You're not even sure that you want 
to fuck him, it’s just that he’s pretty attractive, physically speaking 
and you like him as a person, he’s interesting and therefore you 
cannot get sex out of your mind. 


| tend to believe that straight men and women cannot really be 

friends until they’ve overridden the sexual element, either by 
already having slept together and not enjoying it, or already having 
a relationship and breaking up, or at least by talking about it and 
admitting that you both find each other potentially physically 
attractive, but there is something more brotherly or sisterly 
about it, and in that case you’d probably both be lying. Anyway, 
the sexual element needs to be overridden for the relationship to 
exist as a friendship. 


Blue scraps are fingerprints of God but, to me, only the ones which 
are light blue- Neapolitan Blue in color. Will | ever move there like | 


wanted to? How will the plants in Geneva survive this cold winter? 
| bet it is warmer in Napoli- for sure. | am barely surviving as it is. 
| feel like a plant destined to lay dormant in this frigid and square 
land. | need to be spoken to like Don Juan does in Journey to Ixtlan. 
| need a plant whisperer. Many relational disappointments have 
left my heart feeling a bit closed for the moment. | need warmth. 


| need to keep close to the fire to survive, | need to keep the fire 
burning all day. 


| am still in my father’s basement and still sick and all salty inside 
from the biryani, after all these multi-cultural and multi-colored 
meat and rice dishes | have been ingesting, despite myself, for the 
past few days. The Caribbean one was okay, but the Indian one 
from the street cart really was pushing it. One of Jareth’s ethereal 
voices on veganism rings over in my head: 


“It’s not a diet, it’s an ethical position.” 


Most of my friends are gay and vegan and yet l’m not gay nor am 
| vegan, quite frankly | am carnivorous and ultra-interested in men 
(despite myself). It’s like the bad salty biryani from the food cart 
in midtown; l’d probably rather try women, but | just can’t stop 
myself. 


| thought of an idea for a painting to give to Jareth as a gift. One 
that reads: 
“MY PUSSY’S NOT VEGAN.” 


“Carnivorism is vegan, if it’s concentual.” (Amie, végan, lesbienne, 
écrivain et photographe, Ash) 


Am | really that attracted to men and meat? Or am | just jealous of 
other women, because they mean competition, competition for 
the respective men and meat? Therefore, | am a straight woman 
with carnivorous tendencies. Maybe | am carnivorous because | 
have too much respect for plants to eat too many of them. Do all 
these things we believe about ourselves; do they really pertain to 
us? Or are we just wrapping ourselves up in them? In childhood | 
was handed a Barbie, | unwrapped it and willingly accepted it as a 
part of my image, until | grew up one day and realized | didn’t want 
to be a plastic toy. 


The conversation wasn’t flowing. | couldn’t think of anything else 
interesting to say. Was that only because | started to think of him 
in a sexual way, which made me nervous and therefore | couldn’t 
speak anymore? 

| say I’m not interested in mystery, but maybe | am. What | hate 
more than anything is a lack of clarity, when something lacks a 
visible intent. | need to know when things start and when they 
end. | need to know what people want with me, what they are 
searching for. Would our interaction have been more normal if we 
were both just acting as friends and not questioning the subtext? 
The conversation flowed better, and | cared less about him 
sexually when | was on LSD. In fact, | seemed to care less about 
him in general and be in my own flow when | was on it, which in 
turn probably made him more interested in me. In those moments 
| had surrendered to existence. Was he just jet lagged and tired? 


All these questions became ridiculous when | considered he fact 
that we live hundreds of thousands of miles away from each other 
and have no idea when we will see each other next. | catch my 
shadow alone on the ceiling. Again, my mouth is salty, from the 
Vietnamese beef and rice | was forced to eat upon arrival to my 
father’s house. Last time | was in this bed there would have been 
two reflections. Now there is only one, which is simultaneously 
absurd and sad. | guess there are still two, me and my own death 
lingering over my shoulder. Things change so suddenly. 


On the Mr. Purple rooftop, Jareth tried to ask me about my 
marriage and divorce, but then | cut him off, “It’s a long story. | 
don’t want to talk about it right now.” Instead, | probably should 
have said: “Let me clarify that | don’t believe in marriage. | didn’t 
think he did either so it wouldn’t be a problem, but it turns out 
everybody else around us did, and | couldn’t deal with how | was 
seen, how we were both seen from the outside. | wasn’t prepared 
to give up my own freedom, or to compromise in any way, even 
for someone | loved. Which is why | don’t date now- and also, 
I’ve been too hurt in the past year. Although, | could possibly be 
interested in sleeping with you, because we’re so far away, enough 
physical distance for me to not feel the pain of separation, and to 
not get hurt if you don’t call me, or come to see me.” 


Some of the cold is seeping in through the big old windows. 
No matter how close | seem to stay to the fire, 
| can’t seem to get warm. 


| didn’t feel like explaining or having to dive into the past or justify 
myself anymore. So all | said was “I don’t want to talk about it right 
now.” Maybe that was a way | could have asked him about his 
prior relationships, but | didn’t get that far. Later my reluctance to 
answer the question made things awkward because | could only 
seem to talk to him about artwork and the gallery specifically, 
which was unnatural because we were in my hotel room alone 
and all | could talk about was work. The conversation was 
uninteresting and forced. Why didn’t he just start talking about 
himself? | didn’t know how to distinguish between a friend, a 
working partner and a lover. | did not understand how to draw 
those lines, or to understand the other’s intentions. It was all very 
unclear to me. We took a photo of the two of us on the rooftop 
with the empire state building in the background at night, lit up 
in all those different colors. Somehow it felt like a very touristy, 
coupley and nationalistic thing to do. 


SEATING ROULETTE FOR 
CONFUJED PLATEKS 


In my hotel room that evening, he kept changing position. He lay 
across the bed horizontally, his head facing me, then he stood up, 
then he sat on the chair, then he moved to the bed again lying the 
same way except with his head to the wall. Either way he was still 
able to see me because when he was lying down, | was sitting up. 


The way he was placing himself in soace made me unsure of his 
intentions, it was like Merlin Carpenter’s Grunge exhibition at 
Reena Spaulings’ this past fall. | wasn’t sure what was Carpenter’s 
work and what were the fixtures of the gallery: the walls, the 
windows, the lightbulbs etc. In fact, from the street the entire 
gallery looks like the back office of a Chinese restaurant, or a 
shitty apartment above one. | couldn’t tell which body language 
was an demonstration of Jareth’s desire, or lack thereof, and what 
were just an expression of his personality. In the gallery it worked 
because it was cheeky, it was a mockery of the whole gallery 
culture, here it only led to confusion. | had cultural shock within 
my own culture. Or maybe | was just too daft at reading the signs? 
| was equip for Bernadette Corporation’s set-ups, but not for those 
of Jareth. 

| did not know how or where to place my body at that moment. 
Should | have lay down next to him? | felt that my hotel room was 
no longer mine. He didn’t even leave his luggage in my hotel room 


to go to Mr. Purple the rooftop bar upstairs. Was it that, either, 
that he was expecting something to happen right then and there 
and then when it didn’t, he just gave up and took his luggage with 
him? Or was it merely platonic and he was just tired — end of story? 
Or worse, was it that he didn’t want to make me uncomfortable, 
so he didn’t make a move? 


The strangest thing of all is that | didn’t even want sex. | just wanted 
to be held by him intimately. As he said before, | wanted love not 
sex. If the sex came with love, it was okay but otherwise, | no longer 
wanted it. “Will they fuck you like they love you?” Jareth’s words 
rang in my ears again. He said this when | was talking to the Italian 
men outside the club. | wanted to feel that someone is there and 
that someone cares. That probably could have happened, so why 
didn’t | try? Because | didn’t want to try for anything anymore. If 
it doesn’t happen naturally, | don’t want to do it. | don’t ever want 
to make the moves. 


l am flying — holding the attention. 
Holding up the belly from the underneath, one side like a fish. 


The help of a man won't make me fly- 
| need my own flying attention. (Castaneda). 


Jareth didn’t try anything with me because | put out a vibe that 
| didn’t want it or was afraid of it. “There are only two kinds of 
energy in the world, love and fear and all other energies are 
subsidiaries of those,” (S. N. Goenka). | put out the fear vibe which 
blocked everything. 


| remember the sex with Etienne got more experimental while | 
was seeing Graham. More fingering his asshole. | don’t want to 
admit it, but | think it was my experience with Michel that initiated 
that. | didn’t remember it until now but being in this bed in Dad’s 
basement sparked certain memories. The last time | was staying 
here | was with Etienne, and no one was home, and | was fingering 
his asshole and he liked it. | guess we could not have grown in 
certain ways, sexually or otherwise, unless our whole relationship 
got totally fucked up at the end and | started seeing other people. 
We were in a rut, and | felt like it was my responsibility to act, 
whether it really was or not. | was afraid of not knowing, so | made 
the unknown known, even if it wasn’t what | wanted. | wonder if 
Jareth wants his asshole fingered, not that I’m into it or anything, 
lm not. It’s just interesting to know if he wants that, pegging, or 
some dominatrix shit. | need to know what he wants. The unknown 
must come to light. 


Pee pee pee pissing. | am still in the basement and | still need to 
pee. The smell of turpentine and cadmium yellow medium infuse 
the space. | write until the pen runs out. All the writings about 
this past weekend and about Jareth are dispersed throughout this 
notebook- how will | ever find them, recuperate them, how will | 
ever string them together again? Do all these sexual desires really 
exist, or are they ideas, simple propositions elaborated by a bored 
and imaginative mind? Did society brainwash me into wanting 
him? In other words, how do | know if my desires are mine, or if 
they have been fortified for me by some external entity? 


Do American men never make the first move anymore? Are men in 
general just more hesitant in this post #MeToo era? Or was there 
just really nothing there? Was it just awkward? How can | tell? 
Am | estranged from my own culture? Do | not even know how 
to flirt anymore in my own tongue? The habitual cutting off of my 
own hair is like the cutting off from the U.S and my own heritage. 
| have a need to rid myself of myself and my cultural upbringing. 


First, | was standing in the bathroom fussing around nervously and 
he was lying on the bed. He sat in the chair, and then | sat on the 
bed. Then | got up, he lay down on the bed, and | sat in the chair. 
A seating roulette for confused players. 


What does it all mean? Did | know what it meant, and was just 
too nervous to engage so | stayed hiding in the bathroom? | was 
exhausted and looked horrible, struggling with a hangover and 
post-LSD realizations. Maybe he was expecting to stay from the 
very beginning? The more | think about it the more confused | get. 
| need to know the angle. 


“Make the bones blue.” | told him this regarding his Burning Man 
sculpture proposal, which stood 13 meters tall and resembled a 


massive skeleton of a triceratops hung into the desert sand. 


“Make the balls blue- vagina blue.” 
My vagina is blue. | have a blue-balled vagina. 


“What do you want to remain unseen?” is written on the top of the 
MOMA “How do you see yourself? Creative Journal” | am writing in 
because | ran out of notebook paper. 

The fact that | like you. Which is why | never want to make the 
first move, because I’m afraid. Can | begin to deconstruct myself? 
Maybe not even the self but the societal rules | have grown up 
around and been taught? Can | change these? 


“If a male friend comes into your hotel room and lies on your bed, 
does that mean he wants to sleep with you? Or is he just tired?” 
| type hopelessly into Quora. Then | anxiously refresh my screen 
waiting for an answer: “It’s all about the vibe,” an anonymous 
Quora user responded. 


But what if | read the vibe wrong? Could it have been a sexual vibe? 
But | just blocked it from happening because | need boundaries. 
Before | knew it | had put up too many all-around myself. | guess 
| thought if it’s going to happen it would have happened already. 
So, | put up my guard and my shoes on and my weird outfit and 
crossed my legs like a lady and sat upright in the chair and not with 
him on the bed. | need things to be so clearly defined, | needed 
to have control of them and when | did not, | cock-blocked myself 
just to be sure | was in the know. 


Considering he was lying, all over the ground outside, in the fields, 
in the kitchen on the benches, in the dirty blood-paint room of the 
Nitsch performance, even in his blue suit, | am going to go ahead 
and deduce that he just likes to lay all over anything or everything, 
in a tired hippie way and that it didn’t matter at all that it was my 


bed. In fact, it wasn’t even mine, it was a hotel bed | rented for 
one night. 


“I asked you if you needed me to carry your suitcase. The first 
time you said “No” and the second time and the third time you 
just stopped answering me,” Ryan explained. 

“Jesus sorry.” “I come off pretty mean sometimes.” 

| wondered why he had asked me more than once when | had 
already said “No” the first time. The irony is | was exhausted, it was 
5 AM, | was hungover and high on LSD, and | really wanted him to 
carry it. Why do people always need to go through some kind of 
charade with each other? Why can’t people just be honest about 
their intentions and desires? Why do | need men to be insistent 
with me, when we both know we want things from each other? 


It’s as if | need a guy to forcefully take me to bed, | don’t want to 
have any say in the matter. | want to tell the men l’m interested 
in: “Look, I’ve been married, | had to do the work to get someone 
interested in me who was my friend for years before, and really 
had no interest in me in the beginning. | had to get him to sleep 
with me, marry, and love me. Now | don’t want to do anymore 
work. If you want to fuck me and you’re pretty sure that | want to 
fuck you, just do it. If | don’t want it and you start trying something, 
Il tell you.” 


Jareth, if you’re not sure what you want, then make up your mind 
before you come to my hotel room. It’s not about the ‘roles’ of 
women and men. But if | had to play ‘female’ ones, | would say, 
“You're the one with the dick, you do the work.” 


CAFE, ZANZIBAR, 
TRAIN RIDES 


Everybody has a fucking girlfriend or a wife. It’s easier for men 
than it is for women. Single educated attractive women are 
sitting around everywhere and they are alone. Yet all the barely 
attractive, vaguely job holding men are in serious relationships, 
or are intentionally single. Even the old hot long-haired skinny 
guy drinking his coffee at the table across the café. | thought he 
was alone and | was checking him out and then sure enough, his 
woman came and sat down. | have started to become more and 
more sure that | will be alone for the rest of my life. Maybe | should 
ask this random American woman in the café in Geneva, sitting in 
front of me, what a man lying horizontally across a woman’s hotel 
bed means? 


It’s the perfect day for café work, in Europe they leave you alone 
more than | realized here. Everybody came and went, only the 
people with laptops stayed, and one table of three men discussing 
business — all the ones that came for pleasure left early. 


It doesn’t mean that we didn’t love each other it just 
means that it didn’t work out. 
No wasting time on things that have no remedy. 


Seek knowledge about what | want. 

This is the time to have an answer about something | need. 
My head feels foggy. 

| am probably getting sick. 


This café is great because l’m not super interested in anyone, and 
| cannot move from this table so I’m working. These people on 
the right side of me are so cute. | hope they’re on a date and that 
they're not just friends — | need a little more faith in humanity ... | 
need a new start. | need to believe. 

Nope -the guy is gay. 


The two older Dutch women on the other side of me with their 
border collie are so classy, | want to look like them, with natural 
greying blonde hair, clear skin, medium height, slim and semi- 
Nordic features, it’s the Connecticut look. | want to look like 
a Scandinavian woman and | want to date a Scandinavian man. 
Maybe I’m racist because when Etienne slept with a black woman, 
| wasn’t jealous the way | would have been if he had slept with a 
white woman. Or maybe | wasn’t jealous because | knew her and 
| liked her, maybe it had nothing at all to do with race. Maybe 
| wasn’t jealous because | didn’t allow myself to be because | 
was completely consumed with guilt over what | had done. Well 
anyway, he’s taking her to Zanzibar, so maybe he’s the racist 
one. He never would have taken me to an island off the coast of 
Africa. | hope he goes and fucks himself in fucking Zanzibar- it’s a 
funny place to go for someone that’s a chain smoker who’s afraid 
of flying, as it is an 11-hour flight from Geneva. | guess l’m just 
jealous that he never took me there. 


The need to consume is filling up my insides. 

Hunger for something | am lacking. 

| want to be calm and chill, but the calmness doesn’t come. 

| put cedar oil on my pressure points. | try to breathe. 

| seem to be able to write forever but editing is tough. 

The handsome Copenhagen man wants to know the secrets 
of how | scammed them, and | want to tell him, “Knowledge 
comes at a price, a kebab with me in the Paquis, your treat?” He 
doesn’t respond. And | don’t tell him my secrets because | figure 
if he is smart, he can figure it out himself, and if he’s stupid or a 
blabbermouth then | don’t want him to know. | don’t want anyone 
to know. | think for once | need something to keep for myself. 


Jareth wrote me today. 
Johan responded to my story. 
Darren wants some information, but he’s just not that into me. 


None of them are. 


| need someone that wants me and knows how to show it, 
someone with a Venus in Scorpio. 
And someone that respects boundaries. 


Graham came into my living room and sat on my chair, and | 
wanted to sit on him, but then | remembered all the harm he’s 
done to me and the fact that I’m not even in the group show he’s 
curating on Friday and the fucking art space | introduced him to, 
or at least the one in which we performed together for the first 
time. Then | restrained myself. 


| feel it is impossible to write this as life keeps going on. | want 
life to stop so | can clear my head. | want to be alone somewhere 
where | can create. In a city where no one knows me. Yet that 
would be lonely too. The search for silence is impossible. 


Am | insane or just overly imaginative? 

“A little bit of both” Gabuska says, but, “it’s not that black and 
white.”| tend to agree, and | forget that | tend towards things 
which are in some ways ultra-opinionated, although | potentially 
would not categorize them as such. | need things to be intense 
otherwise | don’t engage with them. 


“Try not to be so dogmatic Maddie.” 


My English teacher who slept with the 17-year-old underage 
student once told me that, so did my mother, about five minutes 
before writing this. On this account he was right, on others less 
so. | like to think that he chose the other girl in my class instead of 
me because | was smarter, not because she was sexier. Honestly, | 
probably would have enjoyed the experience. Getting my virginity 
taken and over with would have been more of a gift to me than 
anything. My mother would have freaked out. Ultimately, he chose 
her because she was easier. 


Let me clarify a previous statement. | am not unattracted to 
ambiguity. | am completely afraid of it. Somehow, | need to know 
where things stand in order to know where | stand myself. Which 
shouldn’t be the case, | should know where | stand, and then go 
and see how things are outside of me. 


Is it cruel to not welcome a friend who is potentially suicidal to your 
house just because you don’t want to deal with them? Especially 
since they were supposed to stay with you the week before and 
then you chickened out. 

Honestly, | really don’t want anyone to stay here right now. Not 
even Gabuska’s friend. | really want to only be around the people 
that live here that | know. | am too depressed to see people now. 
J'en ai marre des touts les gens aléatoires dans la maison comme 
ça. J'en ai marre. | want silence. Peace and time and space to 
work alone. It’s not that much to ask. | guess | need to be in total 
solitude and loss to really feel it’s presence. 


Hi mom, 

| need you to send me the hair please. 

Les poils d’Etienne 

Tu peux les mettre dans une enveloppe, tu peux les sortir de leur 
boîte avec les clopes qui sont déjà fumées. Mais j'en ai quand 
méme besoin. 


Merci, 
Maddie 


The poils | collected from him were from his beard and his 
cock. The ones from his beard were roux and brown and even 
blondish and coarse, and from his pubic area they were almost 
black and softer. They were a part of a piece | constructed called 
The Cigarette Piece, in which | collected hundreds of his cigarette 


butts in a long durational cross-country trip we made together in 
the states in 2017 and 2018. Each cigarette was dated and glued 
next to the other in a row on long pieces of paper, in order. Some 
cigarettes had a signifying word which described the state of our 
relationship, or events going on at the time he smoked it. The 
Cigarette Piece ended with the word ‘love’ inscribed below the 
last cigarette. | tried to do a new version in 2023, but | couldn’t 
really go on when | had not saved all his cigarettes from all those 
passing years, and now that | am no longer with him the work 
cannot continue. It was over before it started somehow. 


| flashed back to me and him, on the edges of East California 
completely nude au milieu de nulle part, me bleeding everywhere, 
him playing guitar, me collecting his freshly smoked cigarette butts 
from a make-shift ashtray carved out of rust colored sand. | can’t 
believe he got naked out in the desert in public like that, he would 
have never done that in Europe. 


«Alors, il était vraiment different quand vous étiez aux Etats-Unis?» 
Mon psychiatre temporaire m'avait demandé. «Oui, vraiment 
diffèrent, ça, c’est sûr. Pas juste là-bas, partout où nous étions lors 
de notre voyage, mais surtout aux États-Unis.» 


We left pizza place and walked down the streets of the Lower East 
Side. Jareth told me “Enjoy your hotel,” just before leaving. | never 
seem to enjoy a hotel room unless there is a man in the bed with 
me, so his proposition seemed ridiculous. | have so much to share 
with him but | don’t want to anymore because | don’t want to 
embarrass myself or overload him with information. Does he have 
things to share with me? 


| think back to my travels with Etienne to Bozeman, Napoli, and 
the California desert, we never made it to L.A together, where 
Jareth is. Jareth wasn’t necessarily interested in me, but he wasn’t 
necessarily not either. He was checking to see if he was interested. 
| guess | was too. | should have told him about my marriage. | 
should have explained that the process was as ambiguous or 
as meaningful as a random hotel fuck, and yet it was so much 
more than that. What | mean to say is, that the decision to get 
married was senseless, not the relationship itself. This train back 
to Connecticut is endless.... 


Can | pick up where | left off? | wonder how Jareth’s Burning Man 
sculpture is going. Did he make it blue like | told him to? | wake up 
in the hotel and know it’s not my own but | still want to stay. The 
remnants of myself spew out after the party, onto the drapery 
and the floor, a forgotten red wine stain that cannot be unspilled. 


He was checking the situation out to see if he was interested in 
checking me out. Getting involved and really doing something 
about it was an afterthought, an action for next time. It’s the 
checking before ‘the check’ that he was doing, and | didn’t open 


up. | didn’t let him in. In fact, | closed up and he stopped checking 
the situation out and it got awkward, we both went somewhere 
neither of us actually wanted to go in the midst of the confusion, 
and then when he left to go home, he was surprised that | was still 
waiting for him outside. 


lam looking at all the people with his name on Facebook that aren’t 
him. In the end, it probably doesn’t matter that it was him, it could 
have been anybody. | am not prepared to cross over to the other 
side of the ocean to see him. Should | send him a vegan cookbook, 
that one from the restaurant from the town where | was born? 
Is that the same thing as when | sent Etienne a copy of the keys 
to my car in the states, but somehow less personal? The closest | 
ever got to LA was Hawaii or Oregon, and that’s not really close at 
all. | don’t understand how relationships are made. | guess many 
people aren’t even interested in having them. I’m not on his radar, 
but then again, do | even want to be? | remember the moment at 
the Nitsch performance when | gave up on getting his attention. 
That was the moment | met all those other interesting people: 
Stephan and Christian, and | talked to Giuseppe and Biaggio .... it 
pays to listen to oneself and not wait around for others who are 
not going to show up. 


Why am | so obsessed or fascinated by light natural colored hair, 
eyes, or distinctive features? His long natural ginger locks compel 
me. They attract me and yet, make me jealous. Maybe l’m just 
jealous of the fact that he’s handsome and tall and white and male 
and that comes with power. A kind of power | will never have. 


| like going to New York and | don’t really want to leave, but maybe 
| also really just like riding trains endlessly. | like the feeling of not 
knowing where | am going and not knowing when to get off. I’ve 
ridden in so many places, but to ride here, where I’m from, is like 
riding in a memory. I’ve ridden thousands of times; I’ve ridden 
through the ages. 


I’m 20 ft tall. Erykah sings in my headphones. 
Maybe I’m gonna move back here after the masters. 
I’m 20 ft tall. 
| had forgotten, what height can do, even if it’s in your head. 
I’m 20 ft tall. 


“When you get back to your roots you can look at yourself more,” 
Jareth explains about living at home with his parents. “It has taken 
a lot of meditation and self-exploration to get there.” 


Hangover and bodega take away coffee cup smelly fingers. Coffee, 
| sipped out of one of those classic white and blue New York “We 
are happy to serve you,” paper cups. 

Nicotine calling. 

Vagina pulsating. 

The lights of the subway flash by and by. 

All the noise and distractions relax me because | don’t have to 
think about my problems. | can let myself flow in everything that’s 


around. | remember when | lived on 13th Street, | had a constant 
stream of cigarette smoke and sirens entering my 3rd floor window. 
It calmed me because | didn’t need to smoke, | could smell it, and 
| wasn’t in the ambulance, so no matter how bad | was doing, | 
knew at least, on some level, that | was healthy. 

Mark Ruffalo lived two doors down and my model friend Haley 
from L.A and her coke addicted girlfriend from Long Island 
dropped a love letter in his mailbox. Sarah Jessica Parker, Patricia 
Clarkson and Julianne Moore also lived close by. My street was 
composed of cute little walk-ups and an oyster bar and a fabulous 
restaurant where a nonna made gnocchi by hand in the middle of 
the dining room. 

| was surrounded by hot young men that lived in the dorm. My 
studio flat was tiny, and my hair was long and red, and | was 
beautiful and happy. | painted cat and fox people in large formats 
with cadmium red and ultraviolet oil paint, that stunk up the place 
with turpentine until | couldn’t breathe. | went to dance class at 
New York Live Arts and this other studio above 14th and 6th which 
was dilapidating, they were about to tear it down. | wrote, and | 
had a ‘journalist job’ in fashion marketing that one should only 
have when they’re 35, down in a real skyscraper on Astor place. 
During my breaks, | went shopping in all the thrift stores and got 
my ears pierced at the cheap and speedy place on St. Mark’s, 
which in 2015 was about 10 dollars a pop. | lived on take away 
coffee and salty poppy seed lox bagels with onions and capers 
from Murray’s, 2 minutes from my house, ramen noodles and 
dollar pizza and Mamoun’s falafel in the middle of the night, and 
tiramisu from Citarella and banana bread pudding from Magnolia 
Bakery on Saturday afternoons. And of course, the occasional 


Chinese delivery and Haribo peach candies and red slushies 
from 7-11. | walked to the Hudson River every day and said 
my prayers. | partied at Diamond Horseshoe, the gay men’s 
club in Midtown which doesn’t exist anymore, Cubbyhole, the 
tiny little lesbian bar in the village, and this illegal warehouse 
in between Brooklyn and Queens where my Ukrainian friends 
from London lived. They had a sushi bar and liquor with no 
liquor license, and the best alternative and punk bands. One 
time when leaving at 4AM we found an entire dumpster next 
door full of fresh coconuts. | pulled one out, smashed it on 
the concrete and ripped at the flesh, ingesting. | talked to a 
sexy bearded guy about Caravaggio and got on the subway 
back to Manhattan. 


| ate the best pasta fagioli | had ever had in my life in a secret 
place below Little Italy with Cameron, my then boyfriend, 
and his uncles, who were gay, married, very wealthy, and 
lived over Washington Square Park. They were stage and film 
composers who designed a music software to play music for 
Broadway from your phone. They composed the soundtrack 
for the Devil Wears Prada and Sleep No More. They always 
invited us for cocktails at North Square, the bar two seconds 
from their house, even though Cam and | were underaged. 
If | needed a break from the city, | would just go back to my 
grandparents on the weekends, an easy two-hour train ride 
away to New Haven. | even took Cam with me one time. And 
if that wasn’t enough, | was a two-and-a-half-hour flight away 
from my aunt in Florida where | could drink pina coladas, 
stare at men playing volleyball, and lay on the beach. 


Of course, all of this was the kind of lifestyle that required a lot of 
money that | didn’t have, and a US passport and whiteness, which 
| had and no longer wanted to be privy to. 


It took me a couple of days to get my head in NYC again. 

Those bands of bodies stretching on endlessly, through streets 
and the ages. 

By that time, | had adjusted. 

| almost got off at 14th street. 

Old habits. 


Can | exist in one place without rejecting or comparing it to 
another? Maybe things are more balanced than | previously 
realized. 


Unlike most of the time in Europe, the sun shone through. Tiny 
rum bottles, used masks, and Bounty bar wrappers were crushed 
at the Canal Street subway exit. The sense of family obligation 
upon returning to the East Coast is unnerving and yet | don’t feel 
that | can get away from it because | have nowhere else to go 
when l’m there. | am there to visit family. Sometimes at the most 
critical junctures | am too tired, drugged, or hungover to make or 
find another solution, another place to sleep. Is my severe lack of 
planning a form of escapism? At least | feel | belong here on many 
levels. I’m too tired to make it to Jersey again and yet | can make 
it to Connecticut. Sometimes it’s easier to go back to where one 
comes from than to move somewhere new. | wonder if this whole 
time in Europe, my whole life here has been some big form of 
escape. It’s not that | wanted to stop making art, | wanted to make 


life my art. That was part of the journey of moving to Napoli. 


| have to be in motion. The smell of Nanna’s house in Connecticut 
reminds me that | am home. What will happen when they die? Will 
my sense of home be permanently lost? It is the place | have been 
returning to the longest in my adult life. My parents kept moving 
around, in and out of state, but my grandparents stayed. 


Why did both of my parents feel so ignored or left alone by their 
parents? Is that “Just how it was back then,” Or is it a wound both 
of them have that | somehow inherited? | am not on this earth to 
be alone. | am here to learn how to be with others. 


I had a dream I was with dad living by the sea. | was feeling all good 
with no negative vibes. We moved around to different houses, and | 
realized | know him from somewhere else, another life. 


Why does dad feel so unlistened to and so brushed aside? Is that 
part of the wound he needs to heal? Is that part of mine as well? 
- that people don’t pay attention to me or understand what | am 
saying. Yes, maybe. It is easier to heal those wounds when you 
see them firsthand. Typing is more distant than handwriting, not 
necessarily because it is on a computer, but because it can be 
easily duplicated- the patterns we see but don’t necessarily want 
to reveal come to light. 


Dad says, “You should have thought a little more before you split 
with him.” 

“Look dad, | don’t want to talk about it,” and tears sprang to my 
eyes, 

He and | were rolling through the back country wooded hills of 
central Connecticut from East Haven to Higgiamium at night, the 
same ones | had ridden through the night before with mom. They 
were windy roads where | could not see what lay ahead of us. 
| was doing so well dealing with all his difficulties and angoisses 
that shouldn’t have even been mine to deal with and yet his talk 
of Etienne was one of the things that set me over the edge. He 
had been venting about his personal life. He has to take care of 
everything now that he has another kid and a foreign wife. 


“Dad, | acknowledge you, your need to just be home and relax, you 
drive everyone around all day and work all week — | understand 
you want to stay home. | hear you.” “Actually, | think you have 
too much on your plate. Paying for everything and working and 
driving. | understand.” 


“You know, and | always here that | didn’t do this, or that, or that | 
wasn’t a good father,” he proclaimed wirily. 


“Dad, | never said you were not a good father... | just wanted you to 
be there more, and be more stable, and you weren't. It’s like you 
said to me before, | have the freedom to go off and do whatever | 
want... you were doing that too, except you had a kid.” 


“Never discount the value of money,” he randomly interjects. 


“Dad, | need more guidance, about those kinds of things.” 
“Well, | didn’t have any guidance either...it was worse when | was 
growing up.” 


| wish | had said “Well this isn’t about you and your soul wounds 
(although eventually the discussion could be about this if you knew 
how to articulate them in a less angry way), this is about me, your 
daughter, here and now, telling you | need more guidance. Just 
because you didn’t have that kind of guidance as a child doesn’t 
mean you cannot give it to me,” but | didn’t say anything. 


He says he isn’t a leader or a follower but a downright individual. 
He says he’s never been one to give advice, “I don’t like people 
telling me what to do with my life and | don’t really know what to 
tell you.” This | can understand; | also hate it when people tell me 
what to do. 


He thinks | am traumatized by the fact that he and my mother split 
up. I’m not. He is. 


“Well, | don’t think your mom ever loved me and |’m not sure | 
ever loved her and then...” He did love her. 

“You know | used to try and reprimand you about the most 
necessary things and they would push me aside, your Mom and 
Aunt Pam and whoever. They would say ‘Aww let her do what she 
wants. Let her do it’.” It was as if he was trying to tell me that he 
felt like he had no say in my upbringing, maybe that’s why | did not 
feel that he was present. 


“| just didn’t feel that you were there.” 


“Well, | was around, | just couldn’t drive down every day to see 
you, | couldn’t afford to live in Fairfield. | used to drive down and 
take you around to dance and whatever else, and then drive all 
the way back.” 


“| just didn’t feel that you were there.” 

“I only took off when you were 14, that was when | moved to 
China.” 

“But | still needed you.” 

“| guess | should have hung around a little longer.” 


Was there music playing in the car? That was the first time he ever 
admitted he should have stayed. 


Crying then anger, anger then crying. | cried too and usually | don’t. 
Typically, he is the one who cries. | cried for him too, not just for 
myself. | think it was hard for him that my mother left him, and it 
was hard for him being an only child, growing up alone. | guess we 
are not that different. 


He doesn’t think it is strange or too early that | got married at 22? 
| don’t think he ever really understood what age | was. He used 
to let me watch Jackass and Ali G with him when | was seven. He 
never understood that | was once a child. Maybe that’s part of the 
reason he thought it was okay to leave. 


| was so grateful to have prayed with Dad today at the altar and so 
confused when he’d switch quickly between disdain for everything 
and pure love and gratitude. He fights with himself a lot. He started 
to cry. We put the Asian pears together on the altar. | didn’t know 
the Buddha need to drink water, my little sister Dahlia came over 
next to us, she brought the water that my stepmother poured ina 
cup and we lit incense. 


| feel bad. | should have spent more time with my little sister and 
less time thinking about myself. 

Why was the only activity planned together shopping? Capitalism 
in America runs deep. We lit the incense. We knelt down in prayer. 


|I am living as though | am waiting for something to happen, when 
all | really need to do is to look inside. 

| am jetlagged. | cannot be on a dating app because |’m addicted 
to the idea that the grass is always greener. That there is some 
better image of a man around the corner. That is how | broke up 
my marriage. 


|I am writing a book about loss. The kind of loss that is experienced 
irrevocably and irreplaceably in the perte of a homme or a partner 
but also in the kind of death we face on the day to day. The kind of 
death that lies within ourselves when we begin a journey of self- 
transformation. “Death is always to our left,” Don Juan. We cannot 
escape it. | am trying to adjust. 


| realized | don’t need a partner; | will not go on a dating app. | just 
want to fulfill my dreams for myself. | want to align with things 
that connect me to the here and now and not displace me from 
it. | need to learn to get grounded and accept myself and stop 
living like I’m hiding out waiting for some apocalypse. | came back 
to Geneva, but | left the Hinge account in New York and deleted 
the app. Having a partner is not and probably will not ever be 
as important as needing to do the things | really need to do for 
myself. 


PART V: 
CONCISE 


It was late November, | had to go to Concise in Neuchatel with the 
handicapped people for my job. | think | subconsciously fucked up 
the directions for Michel because | did not want to go back there. 
lronically my boss for that weekend was called Michel, he had the 
same name as the first man | slept with after Etienne, | did not 
want to think about this, nor did | want to think of Etienne and the 
house we almost moved in together in Concise. He later claimed 
that if we had moved into that house we would not have broken 
up. | do not remember if we looked at the house before or after 
COVID. | think before. | was worried about being so far away, but 
it probably would not have mattered anyway because of the lock 
down. “Are you taking us the long way around the lake?” Michel 
asks me. | was subconsciously procrastinating our arrival. 


Today, the day | woke up in Concise, is your birthday Etienne. | sent 
you a simple message “Joyeux anniversaire Etienne.” You did not 
respond. | sent you a photo the lac de Neuchatel. The same lake 
on whose côté you were born. The same lake we cruised by on the 
way to the house that we did not move in to together. To arrive 
in Concise, Michel and | drove by Yverdon, the last soot we were 
on the scooter together last spring, the last spot we ever rode 
the scooter together, we made our way through the backroads of 
Lausanne from Lauric’s farm. We were bringing it to Yverdon for a 


friend to repair it. Only it would never get repaired, we would give 
it up six months later. We gave up our own wedding present. Even 
though we were broken up, | thought we would see each other 
again. Now | guess we will not, at least not for a while. 


When we were at the farm for the last time, we pissed together 
outside in the grass, needing to do so at the same moment. We 
pissed in the spot where we had broken up in six months earlier. 
At that time, breaking up with you felt like a Band-Aid that | didn’t 
want to rip off, but that had been on a sore wound too long and 
needed to be ripped off in order for the wound to get air and heal. 
It felt like stiches one put in to heal a deep cut but then the stiches 
never came out and they were itching to, needing to. | guess it was 
true, you were something | needed to let go of in order to learn, 
in order for my soul to heal. Now it feels like you were really part 
of my skin and ripped myself from myself, leaving a giant open 
wound bleeding. 


| am reminded at this moment that | have no where concrete to 
go for Christmas. My roommate tells me he is going to Czechy for 
Christmas, | was invited last year and never made it, | was invited 
in the fall and his trip was cancelled. Now | was not invited, and 
| do not know why. It was casually addressed, that | or anyone 
for that matter, could come for New Year’s Eve, but | would be 
working. Strange. He vaguely tried to rationalize this by saying that 
| have friends here and that | would find somewhere to go, then 
he rationalized further by asking “Didn’t you come last year to his 
mom/’s house for Christmas?” 

“No, that was the beginning of December last year, for your mom’s 


birthday.” | responded. 

Christmas of 2021 | was high at a someone’s tiny house party 
dinner in Berlin, in which | knew no one. Then | was alone for 
several days following this in which | was sick from the drugs | 
took at the party. 


| was invited to Napoli potentially, or at least be welcomed there, 
and Bulgaria, but Lexus is crazy, | was also potentially invited to 
Stockholm. Etienne’s mother invited me to Christmas, but asked 
him first and he said no. | am reminded that here, where | live in 
Switzerland, | have nowhere to go. 


On your 34th birthday | did not see you, on your 33rd we were not 
even in contact anymore and you were filing for divorce and trying 
to kick me out of the country. 


| had a dream about sleeping in a library ... on a bench, | guess 
| had nowhere else to sleep. In reality, | was at work and asleep 
in Concise. In a dormitory by the lake with three other women 
colleagues. At least there was heat, | slept well, | was exhausted 
from a week of jetlag and the lake calmed me. | think | was going 
on a trip from the library. A long voyage but | don’t know where. | 
will assume | was going alone. | didn’t have time to figure out the 
dream because | had to get up and go to work. 


LOST OBJECTS, 
DAMAGED GOODS 


Sometimes we do not remark the importance of events until much 
later, events become clear images and they are ingrained in our 
minds as signifiers of much larger themes. Sometimes we need 
another event to kick start the understanding of the one prior to 
it and unravel a series of patterns that we need to break. 


Etienne finally responded and his response was almost worse than 
if he hadn’t responded at all, “Merci pour ton message! Have a 
good evening.” The politeness and the distance in his tone was 
absolutely unnerving. When | looked back from the edge of the 
lake by the house we stayed in, the only person left standing 
there was the handicapped guy | was taking care of that looks 
like Etienne, Romain. He is quiet, gentle, polite, tall and handsome 
with a dark beard. There was one woman still standing there. She 
was in a couple kissing her boyfriend. Then they both went away, 
and there was only Romain, standing there alone, looking at me 
from a distance. Projections. Projections. 


In my mind it was just you and me. We were staring at each other 
across a vast pelouse, there was a lake behind me, the lake of 
Neuchatel, whose shores you were born on Etienne, and you were 
standing by the house, asking me to join, staring at me from a 


distance, and finally when | messed everything up and refused 
your offers, all you could say was a polite and distant goodbye. It 
could have been any lake, it could have been Long Island Sound 
where | was born, either way, it was just you and me and we were 
standing and staring at each other from a distance across a wide 
range of space and time. 


Back in my room in the Pâquis that night, | poured and stirred in 
half of one of the last packets of yellow and blue Sognid’oro Plus 
Camomilla con Melatonina Italiana into a small off-white mug with 
the silver spoon | took from Bruno and got into bed. It is the only 
thing that can ensure sleep, | can only buy it in Italy and there is 
almost none left. | have been reduced to a floating body searching 
for certain things | can only find here or there, but somehow, | 
never seem to need the things where | am in the here and now. 
There is no use worrying. There is nothing | can do. | am alone. 


| hesitated to send Etienne a photo of Romain, who resembles him 
and tell him | was sent to Concise, and that all of this reminded 
me of him and the life we could have had together, and the house 
we almost rented, but decided it was better not to. If | could have 
deconstructed myself earlier and things around me then maybe 
they would have changed, | would have changed. There is no use 
trying to alter the past. There is nothing | can do. | have nothing 
left to curb my anxiety except this poudre which | can only buy 
in another country, and | will not be getting back there any time 
soon. 

| traced myself to the time up until when | first met you- the days 
before | first met you, and the time after we split apart. Who was 


| before you? What was | doing? What was | interested in? What 
was my life’s plan? | try to remember, but | am drawing up blanks. 
| try to figure out who | am, post-him, and | am beginning to 
understand, but it is difficult to really be sure. Maybe | never really 
knew exactly who | was, but being with him seemed to fill some 
spaces in me that | could not fill myself. Now they are blank, and | 
am trying to heal them, instead of filling them with things | know | 
will lose. | am empty so | guess in a way | feel good. 

| have absolutely nothing left. | might as well risk it all. | can literally 
move anywhere and do anything | want. | can be fulfilled as long as 
| break my own habits and patterns. Healing wounds with people 
seems to be one of them... Chiron in Libra? Am | working towards 
that? Something? This is the beginning of something new. But this 
is also the beginning of my understanding of the things that were 
lost along the way, the things that filled those empty spaces in 
me which are now perdus and unable to be recovered, lost, and 
damaged goods. 


| myself am | damaged object, lost in that space and time 
between us, Etienne. So are you. 


| look out on an empty field, an empty lake, and | feel that | am 
alone in the world. | know that | am alone because my notion of 
reality is singular and only exists in my own mind, it cannot be 
shared with you or anyone else. 


The lost objects | gave to Johan: a red cagoule and a purple velour 
scarf | saw on some random woman walking around Geneva, both 
of which were mine. It is the same with these men, you fuck them 
and then they don’t answer you, and then you see them walking 
around wearing another woman, in the same city as you, they did 
not leave, they did not die, they just decided to lose themselves, 
separate themselves from you even though you were the one that 
wore them consistently and they looked best on you, you cannot 
place them on some new woman, and yet there they are, and she 
has long brown hair, toujours, and a kind of forgetful face, your 
objects stand out more on her then her own figure. The worst 
thing is that these objects are usually family relics belonging to 
your dead grandmother which you pawn off on these men as a 
means to show them your affection, only to be fucked a couple 
of times, told that they want to go to New York with you, then 
they take you to McDonald’s or Burger King instead and using your 
Americanness as an excuse for them to go there and then they 
never call you back. Bref, | digress... 


My ex-husband not expressing his emotions, my old gay French 
therapist said is: « Une façon d'éviter quelque chose. » Je n'ai 
jamais vu ça comme ça, and | am glad he pointed it out to me. 
« C’est clairement vrai. » What was he avoiding ? Je pense qu’on 
avait les deux plein des stratégies pour éviter certaines choses. 
“Do you think if we had moved somewhere else together, not 
his country and to not mine that the relation would have been 
different?” my therapist asked me. “Yes.” “But does that mean it 
wouldn’t have ended?” “No.” 


| see Etienne is using my family’s Netflix subscription to watch 
shows with his new girlfriend. 


| used to be so annoyed by how quiet he is and now | miss his 
silence. | miss his silence so much; | was forced to embody that 
silence myself. | learn a lot from people, but they also make me 
tired. | need a lot of time to be alone- undisturbed. There are a lot 
of people in the house these days and they do not have the same 
rhythms and patterns as me. They make noise. | like to stay up 
alone at night, after they go to sleep, because | need to hear the 
silence out loud. | need to know that | am really alone. 


Dear Etienne, 


| brought you all your favorite things. Except you were not there 
to receive them: Mocha yogurt and carac and pasta | made for 
you from scratch, everything | wish | could buy and make for you 
every day because if | only knew what | know now, things would 
be different. 

| think about you every day. Somedays right before my bleeding | 
cry for hours and hours thinking about you and regretting all the 
mistakes | made that led up to me losing you. 

It feels like a death. A loss of a life partner. | have been over it so 
many times | am sure | am missing you and not just some idea. | 
miss your silence. | miss your silence so much. | used to hate it, 
but it was only because | did not appreciate you enough as you 
were when | had you in my arms. Maybe | used to hate it because 
eighty-five percent of the time the silences were just you, your 
personality, which was okay, but fifteen percent of the time they 
were a strategy of avoidance, which | couldn’t identify. | can’t get 
Wild is the Wind out of my head and |’m playing it alone in my 
room and crying. 


You touch me 
| hear the sound of mandolins. 


| lied. Many of these texts are not for me. They are for you. 
With your kiss my life begins. 


If we don’t have love, we have nothing. 


Like the leaf clings to the tree 
Oh my darling cling to me. 


Even if | destroy my image of you. 
| cannot remove you from my head. 


| love you so. 
| really do. 


No matter how | try | cannot get rid of this love. You fill my mind, 
my body. 


This book is for you. Everything | do, even the things you hated. 
Even the horrible things, 
They were for you, to wake you up, to get you to talk to me. 


Our human ties were etched on by the waxing of time. 


| do not know how to exist without you. | don’t know how | existed 
before you. | don’t know how | exist now. It was always you Etienne. 


Every month at least once or more | break down like this. 
You touch me 

| break down like this 

You kiss me 


With your kiss my life begins! 
Losing you was the biggest mistake and | cannot seem to let it go. 


Don’t you know yourre life itself! 


It was you. 

Fuck it was you! 

It was fucking you. 

Why did | not know that?! 


With you kiss my life is. 

This is for you E T | E N N E. I do not know how many times | can 
break up and deconstruct your name, wishing and waiting for a 
miracle to happen. 


| love you, 
Maddie 


MEAT VENDING MACHINE 


That night, when my mom and | were up at your house in the 
campagne last fall, you told me in a whisper in French, in front of 
my mother over aclope, my mother was high and half falling asleep, 
half drawing, in a big lounge chair, your elbows were perched on 
the living room coffee table, you told me, slouched over, that you 
and her had just broken up. | asked you if it was because of me, 
and you said no, but she wasn’t happy that | was visiting. 

We strolled through the Vallée de Joux in the dark, that same 
vallée where we once told our friends we would marry, professing 
our love for each other. Together we walked to the meat vending 
machine in the middle of nulle part. | told you; you could have 
whatever meat you wanted, that it was my treat, and you took 
me up for a kiss right then and there with some local entrecôtes 
slaughtered fresh from up on the hill. 

That night we shared your bed and | thought | would | have you 
back forever. | was so happy | was crying again, tears of relief. | was 
so in love. | was overwhelmed with relief that our break had finally 
come to an end. | could see the stars through the window in your 
bedroom ceiling. 


Shortly after that weekend, a rupture grew between us, 

a valley that became uncrossable. You turned your back on me 
and what you had said. | needed you. | really did. 

| cannot believe you’re with her again now. It makes me sick 


because | wanted you, bien sûr, but also, | loved you enough to 
only want what was best for you, and you told me “I don’t want to 
be with anybody. | just don’t know how to be alone.” | don’t know 
if you were lying to me or if you just were not clear with yourself. 


It is you ! À la fin, c'était toi qui m'avais trahi. Because me, after all 
my bullshit and honest-upfront infidelity, at least | came back! You 
never did. Now you don’t even want to speak to me, not because 
you don’t want to, it’s for your own fucking protection! | believed 
in our love more than you. In the end, | loved you more. /n my life, 
| loved you more. Fuck! | moved to a country | didn’t even know 
| didn’t want to live in, just for you and now l’m somewhat stuck 
here. 


| cannot pick up the pieces of our past and reestablish them, they 
have died and some part of us has died along with them. 


|I am not joining the Church of Euthanasia. 

But the problem is 

My kids, 

They were supposed to be with you. 

Now | probably won't have any. 

| hate myself more than anything for not taking you back when | 
could have. 


Packing a bag gives me more anxiety than anything. 

| didn’t realize why | procrastinate doing this until now. | don’t want 
to think about those days when we were packing up our house in 
Pully, hating each other, knowing we would probably never live 


together again. | couldn’t stand your distance from me, and yet | 
was creating distance, in order for you to express yourself, which 
you never seemed able to do. | feel my jaw tighten. 

It’s so horrible how for years | wrote about us, and all the beautiful 
stories never seem to get printed, only the ones after we are over 
do. | couldn’t write about us while we were still living our lives 
together. 


Like a moth to a flame, | was drawn to you, until it became 
dangerous and | just couldn’t seem to let go. 


| had Wild is the Wind in my mind and it wouldn’t get out until 
| played it. It was our wedding song; did | mention that before? 
We were married in the same Hotel de Ville as David Bowie, the 
Hotel de Ville de Lausanne, in the Canton de Vaud. | wore a white 
strapless silk and tulle floor length gown Nanna Jeanne had sent 
me from the states by post. | hitchhiked from our house to my 
own wedding. | didn’t want to wear a white dress or get married 
in a classical way, but | wore the dress for her, | didn’t know she 
was going to send it to me. My mom did the flowers. She gave us 
white bed sheets and towels and a tape. On the tape, was Wild is 
the Wind, we used to play in my beat up ’96 white Lincoln Town 
Car, driving around the states and camping out on other people’s 
private property. See, when | came to live in Switzerland with you, 
| thought you were like that, | thought you had the same sense of 
freedom | had, but you changed so much when we came to live in 
your own country. You became square. 


| came here for you. 


No one else. 
It wasn’t anyone else. 
It really wasn’t. 


| googled you for the first time in my life since we were together. 
| didn’t find you. 


You invited me to your friend’s olive farm in Portugal. 
Except | never went. 


| was so rude. 

| never went to Portugal with you. 

| told you | didn’t want to hang out with your friends, they bored 
me- Ironic now that | see them sometimes without you. 

| was so rude. 

| don’t know if | will ever be able to forgive myself, 

| need forgiveness. 


| want to go skiing this year. 

You asked me to do that to, and | didn’t. 

My own self pride. 

All the things | said “No,” to just because | was a fucking bitch. 


Your last girlfriend cheated on you in Italy, and | almost did the 
same thing. 

Why did | do everything | did? 

| don’t understand. 

How could | have not seen what was sitting right in front of me? 


When | think about all that I’ve lost- 
| want to get lost too. 


Etienne, 


| want to start by writing to you: “Will you get a coffee with me un 
de ces quatres?” 
But that will end me saying: 


Sleep with me. 

Sleep next to me 

Hold me and love me 

Love me until our love dies. 

Which for me, it doesn’t ever seem to. 


That is the problem with me asking you out for coffee. 


Maddie 


It’s Saturday night in the Pâquis. There is a lot of noise coming 
from the street, music and honking and shouting. The Moroccan 
football team just won another game in the World Cup. The only 
reason for anything to ever be loud and crazy in Geneva is sports. 
If it’s a manifestation and people are loud, the cops just beat 
the fuck out of them and their dogs with batons. My boobs are 
swelling up, but | have no one to enjoy them. | am walking around 
my room alone. Half-naked, physically sick with a flu, and crying 
sporadically, thinking of you - another lovely symptom of my 
currently self-diagnosed PMDD (premenstrual depression) that is 
hitting me just now. Thank God there is no one home. | write to 
you even though it’s probably not a good idea. | ask you: “Do you 
want to get a coffee with me? What you’re doing for Christmas?” 
What | mean by that is: | love you, and | miss you, and | want you 
back in my life. 


Things you already know but won't adhere to. | roll up my 
sweatpants and scratch my leg where | consistently shave even 
though it gives me razer burn and ultimately hurts me, | scratch 
it until it starts to bleed. | rub some salve on my unloved breasts, 
but not on my legs. My breasts feel more like a burden to me now 
that anything else. A kind of artifice hanging off of my chest and 
despite their small size, weighing me down and swelling up filling 
with hormonal fluids and making little hurtful cysts. 


Thank God for the Moth | had tattooed underneath my boobs 
to support them, | didn’t even choose it, it happened by chance. 
Thank God for the Moth otherwise l’d have had them blown up 
(made larger in size), or removed. 


| never really liked them to begin with, or my dark hair. Long dark 
hair usually bores me. | never liked being a woman at all, unless it 
implied being a witch, or a drag version of a woman, a kind of role 
play. When you're a kid you don’t know what society is grooming 
you to be so it’s okay. Then you grow up and you realize you’re not 
even yourself. You’re just an image of what someone else thought 
you should be, what they drilled into your head. 


| am trying to remove those ideas from myself now, but it seems 
one must die in the process. | am sick, | must go to bed. | am 
trying to rid myself from the collected set of rules and histories all 
bundling up that society has instilled in me which | do not believe in. 
Things do not make sense to me, not even the way women dress. 
Why pants? Why skirts? Why not something else altogether? Why 
are our clothes formed to fit our human bodies? Why not wear 
some different form? | am done accentuating my hair, breasts, ass. 
Why not accentuate a part of me you didn’t even know existed, 
a part no one can see? Random bits of flesh, clothes for aliens, 
ungendered genitals, something else, like in the egg performance 
| did with Graham last year, (Hyper-Ectogen). | want confusion. | 
want to be something else other than what I’ve been told to be. 
| want to fight. But | am tired. | need to rest now. More later. | need 
to stop the traditional gender accentuations, but also the plight 
of political correctness which comes with deconstructing them in 
many of the current ways. 

“You can be a different pronoun too Maddie, it’s not just for 
everyone else.” Graham’s words ran over and over in my head and 
in hindsight | really appreciate them now. | can be whoever | want. 
| can have my nails whatever color, my hair. | can even cut off my 


tits if | need to. Except that would be a revolt against myself in 
the brutal way | used to revolt against everything, which is not 
the answer. The way out of feeling trapped in this human body is 
acceptance, and perhaps a good dose of astral travel. 


|I am not here to be someone else’s object of desire. |’m still finding 
myself. Maybe it wouldn’t have worked out between us, in fact it 
didn’t. | couldn’t deal with the image of the woman that | had to 
bear. But that had little to do with you. That was me trying to deal 
with me. 


| live in ruins. 

A half-packed suitcase with no clear destination, sitting on my dark 
dirty wooden floor. 

| come out at night. 

The ideas flow, | wonder who | am. 

| believe the bottom half of me is more beautiful than the top, or 
at least, | can’t identify myself with it. 

| believe music is the only real therapy, except | don’t play. | wait 
for someone else to do it for me, which doesn’t always work out. 


| light the maroon candle. 

The white lighter falls to the floor. 

Wild is the Wind replays in my head, 

Our wedding song haunts me. 

| remember there was a band in the streets playing trumpet that 


day too, and saxophone. You hate saxophone. 


| have a headache that won't go away. 

am ill. 

There are too many lights on in the room and yet it’s too dark 
outside. 

| need to heal. 


| burn a bit of sage before going to bed: blow out the candle, turn 
off the light, shut the shutter outside. The worst part is that the 
sky is gray even at night, just darker. | don’t see any stars. 
Goodnight. Isn’t it kind of horrible when you have no one else to 
say goodnight to but yourself? 

| think so. 


| am already in bed before | hear the roommates stagger home 
drunkenly after three A.M. | do not want to see anyone for a while. 
| try and tune out the loud noises in the street. As | start to fall 
asleep, | begin thinking about my grandparents back in the states. 


Do | regret not having visited my grandfather now that he died? 
Yes, | do. 

My mother asked me to go a thousand times. | thought it was too 
much to go from Europe back to Connecticut and then fly to Texas. 
Now | regret it. It takes me a long time to realize what | have, or 
have not done. It was the same with the end of our marriage. The 
last time | saw my grandfather | was with you Etienne. 


Sometimes | believe that if we had had separate rooms, and an 
apartment or a house that we were both more comfortable in, 
that marriage would have worked out. | think about Ash and 
James’ beautiful house they had in Territet. Something like that 
.. would we have stayed together? They didn’t stay together even 
though they loved their place—so | guess not. 


Th more pain I’m in the more material | have to write. The more 
ideas come to mind but the less | can articulate them. | am in so 
much pain now that | have forgotten what | am doing. My mind is 
covered in nuages, my eyes are blurring over. | want to work but 
it doesn’t seem possible. All | can seem to do now is take care of 
my health. | fall asleep. 


| didn’t just lose my husband, my lover, my best friend and my car. 
| also lost guidance from the teachers | trusted. There were three 
who completely disappeared. That’s when | really lost faith in 
institutional learning. If they don’t connect with you in real life, 
they probably won't stick. 


“You're not too into romance?” Arthur tells me from the silver 
room of the Bar Perché in Geneva, low green light hitting our faces. 
“Yeah, | don’t really believe in romance anymore.” | have killed the 
fun and the joy out of the moment. Although | appreciated his 
forwardness, and | really needed some physical touch and attention 
at that low moment in my life. | felt like telling him that romance is 
something serious to me, taking me seriously- not kissing me and 
grabbing my ass in a low-lit room. Romance is not those grand and 
cheesy gestures, which start in blushy politeness, roses in vases on 
tables of shitty restaurants, and end in slow ghosting. Romance is 
an / love you that comes out in a regard, a touch, without having 
to say it. Romance is being real in the here and now, and not being 
afraid to be vulnerable. | miss Etienne’s incredible ability to say so 
much, without ever speaking it. Maybe that’s one of the reasons 
| wanted to practice silence, to say a lot without ever having to 
speak. | realized | block everybody, even someone trying to kiss 
me who I’ve already kissed. I’m afraid of intimacy and have no 
confidence in myself these days. What the hell happened? What 
do | want to do? Where do | want to invest my time and energy? 
Certainly not dispersed into a thousand things | don’t believe in. 
Certainty not into men whose pheromones won't ever smell quite 
right. | am looking for something real. 


All of a sudden, the heavy depression that weighed on me all 
weekend was gone, it was mostly hormonal, hormonal with an 
existential crisis attached. There was something so homey and 
womblike in that bar, like a jungle gym for adults. The structures 
that force people into a different physicality, those interest me 
a lot. This is something | do in my performances. | like Arthur 


because of the way he directs and delegates things, how he 
communicates is efficient and attractive. He doesn’t have any 
problem communicating his feelings, or at least, what is on his 
mind. Nothing seems to bother him or make him weirded out 
either, which | appreciate. But it’s not a real attraction. I’m not 
drawn in. | was more drawn in when | hated him. That brought 
tension, now that | don’t hate him, | don’t feel as attracted. Now 
that | see that he’s interesting and into the same kind of stuff as me 
and totally weird- | love all that, but | feel less tension. Somehow, 
| need tension for sex. 

Do | really though? The sex was incredible with Etienne and most 
of the time the only tension we had was sexual. | almost wish | had 
it all to do over again. | would have stayed with him; | swear to 
God. | really would have. 

If | want to kiss or flirt, | should just do it. | like Arthur but | am 
not compelled by him. | don’t get butterflies. | only get butterflies 
because | have no idea how to exist in any kind of sexual relationship 
anymore, but not because | really feel them for him. 


After Etienne and Graham who | both really loved and had real 
connections with, in very different ways, two people who really 
knew me and | wasn’t afraid to be myself around, after them, 
everything else feels nonexistent. Sex is one thing. But going out, 
hanging out and stuff — if | don’t feel a spark, what am | supposed 
to do? Just stop hanging out with them? 

Somehow, | have friendship and sex and nothing in-between. 
There are the actions of being a friend and then fucking and 
nothing else. When Arthur grabbed my ass in the tunnel | could 
have turned around and kissed him. Why do | not allow myself to 


exist in these moments of not knowing? | think it’s because I’m 
completely afraid to be vulnerable with anyone. In the act of sex 
itself | don’t feel vulnerable at all. | feel like someone else can be 
in control and | can just be enjoying an act of pleasure- that is 
of course until it gets slow, or | have to take the lead, or it gets 
intimate.... | am afraid of vulnerability and of not knowing what's 
going to happen in the context of a romantic situation. But maybe 
| don’t want to be vulnerable with people who are not serious 
about me, it makes sense. What is the point of kissing someone in 
a Bar Perché if they’re not going to be there for you for the rest of 
your life? Yet, if | don’t take a risk, | probably won't find a partner. 
| am looking for a life partner to be able to rely on, which will 
probably take years to find. Yet, when | find someone who really 
loves me, | am afraid and | revolt, | break out in order to be free 
from the relation. | am a walking paradigm. 


| hated the Christmas market. | loved talking to Graham. When he 
was talking to me, | couldn’t see anyone else in the room. That’s 
how | know | really love him. I’m not afraid to be vulnerable with 
him, why? Because he has already hurt me so much that anything 
is potentially fair game to do, or to tell him. Somehow that is 
refreshing. Everything got so fucked up between us that if we lived 
through that and are still speaking, that means we could potentially 
live through anything together. Relationships that break and grow 
and transform really are special. But somehow, | don’t feel that 
| can have that so easily with Etienne because my romantic love 
for him was too deep and too long and because some part of me, 
if not all, still wants that kind of love with him, and also because 
he was never a big talker to begin with... so a friendship based on 
conversations isn’t going to slide. 

Graham has made it somewhere on the list of people | trust 
deeply, regardless of their own human errors. He invited me to 
spend Christmas with him and his mom in the UK and | accepted. 
| hate the UK, so | know | really love him. 


Perhaps it’s the qualities of Napoli that | wanted to embody 
internally more than actually going and living there. | need 
thousands of beeswax candles and sand. | need a church altar to 
light the candles and cigarettes. 


Every painting is an altar. 

Every art object is an altar. 

Every day is an altar. 

Every man in an altar. 

The dick painting needs to be bigger than everything else. 


Search for a warehouse space. Bring all the materials and do it. 
Break into a building and make a painting. Send it to Jareth to tell 
him how | feel without words. 


| had a dream in an airplane and | am no longer afraid. 
Gone 2 church, see you there? 


Canvas priming 
Light 

Colle de peau 
Pot 

Toile 

Hammer 

Nails 

Coffee grounds 
Wine 

Meat hanging in cases. 
Post office. 


The dream about the airplane was apaisant. 

A journey to and from with changes in lights and colors. 

Suns setting and suns coming up in lapsed time. 

| could see the stars. 

The beauty of time passing in décalage with how | thought it 
should be. 


He had an obsession with ‘figuring out’ and then he began hating 
his projects when they were actually done. | imagined he had the 
same perception of women he’d already fucked. 

He was a former receptionist at a nursing home and a drunken 
Harold and Maude style bike stealer. 

Un metteur en scène au grand théâtre, and a sculptor who’s only 
references were non-sculptors. 


| always wanted more, or something other than what a person 
could be or give me. That was my problem. | project into the future 
and cut things off or assume that they will go bad when maybe 
they won’t at all. In my romantic relationships, | am clearly afraid of 
not being able to count on people in all the aspects that | want to. 
lm afraid of not having someone stable who | can trust. | need to 
get over the fact that one’s expectations will never be completely 
fulfilled by another person. | need to enjoy the pleasure of being 
in the moment and let the past lie. 


| had a desire to spend Christmas in a chalet laying on a man’s chest 
in the mountains. Instead, | took Johan somewhere in France for 
my birthday, except that was premature given the amount of time 
we had actually been hanging out together. | didn’t care. | was in 


Geneva, and | was bored. 


| wanted to stay in bed with him all day and watch that movie 
with him holding me like that. | finally felt relaxed. | finally felt like 
| could breathe. It’s so nice to be nestled up to someone like that. 
It makes you want to live- his maturity also did. But the problem 
it was not necessarily his chest that | wanted to lie on, he just 
happened to be there and | was making use of my time. 


| appreciate his need for action and lack of attatchment to making 
things overly deep or dramatic. He is rational and direct. He is a 
bit crazy and restless, running constantly, working out, and lifting 
things. 


After the first fuck we destroyed and soaked the bed, he ripped 
off my sheet, saw my blood stains and didn’t care. He flipped over 
the bed single handedly in one swift loud motion; it slapped down 
on the wooden frame. We threw my green sheet on the bed, got 
in and started fucking again. He smelled a bit like baby powder 
and like vetiver, | don’t know what | smelled like and together we 
reeked of Chartreuse, we had drunk an entire bottle. 

He didn’t even listen to the last message | sent, or at least it looks 
like he didn’t listen to it. | can’t blame him; we were in the silent 
process of slowly ghosting each other. And yet, he still watches my 
stories on Instagram. This is a kind of behavior | don’t understand. 
Are you interested or not? Confusing behavior is the thing | like the 
least in a man. It’s just another way to lie horizontally on my hotel 
bed. | don’t know where to place you, so | ignore you and throw 
you out in the street with last season’s pumps with the broken 


heel. 

You probably stopped writing cause | gave you too many gifts and 
got drunk that one time and yelled super loudly in the street about 
our sex life and you trying to fuck me in the ass, and how x y z 
could have been better. But honestly dude, if too many presents 
scared you away, just know- it doesn’t mean | like you that much. | 
give presents to everybody, it’s just something | do, | like to move 
materials around, so | don’t hang on to them for too long. Also, 
lm sober now. If it was my honesty that scared you away, than 
you can go fuck yourself- | don’t have the energy to pretend l’m 
someone I’m not. If it was my lack of self-confidence you didn’t 
like, well I’m working on that, but being around you really didn’t 
help because you are too hot to date. 


If we lived in New York, | wouldn’t care because there are 
thousands upon millions of men, and ones as hot as you. But we 
are in Geneva, you were one of the only eligible ones around, one 
of the only ones that was my type, so it sucks that you’re gone. 


Je me mets a écrire tous les soirs parce que c’est a ce moment- 
la que j'ai l'énergie pour ça et c'est aussi le moment où j'arrive 
as être tout seul et que j'ai toutes mes idées. Pendant cette 
nuit, je me souviens que j'étais un voleur. Quand j'étais petite en 
Kindergarten j'en ai compris que si je voulais quelque chose dans 
cette vie, il faillait le prendre. Je n’en ai jamais volé un truc d’un 
autre élevé, mais par contre j'ai volé des trucs depuis l'institution. 
J'ai compris qu'il faillait prend ce dont on a besoin pour survivre. 


| stole a Polly Pocket set from the Kindergarten when | was a child. 
| felt guilty about it, and | told no one. It’s stupid though because it 
isn’t something | needed for survival. | guess | can fully trust people 
that are really honest and wholesome and never do anything 
wrong, but | cannot understand them, because the world cheats 
you, so you have to cheat it back in some way. This is probably not 
a good attitude to have. | wonder why | really stole that set. Maybe 
it comes from the blood, Italian-American mob roots.... 


| had forgotten that when | came to Europe originally it was to 
get in touch with my racines, not just for the lifestyle. | also came 
for the European men, so getting married was ridiculous, because 
| came for the variety. The Polly Pocket set had lots of different 
colored plastic men it, and kitchens, so maybe | was just prepping 
myself for adult life. 


| have a concussion. | walked out into the living room in my bikini. 
My ear piercing is infected and Pascale and Gabuska, my two 
beautiful male roommates, have tried to take it out for me with 
their bare hands. They told me they will need two pinces but that 
it’s not that sanitary, because they use them for carpentry, and 
they need to be cleaned. They can do it tomorrow if | ask. Most 
of my day is spent trying on clothes, buying unnecessary objects, 
and making a mess of my room. | am still a night owl. My head still 
hurts. | am thinking about you, Florent. 

| am ruminating over the fact that you’re unavailable, you have a 
woman and a kid in France, and you fucked me anyway. | really 
really did not think it was going to happen. | thought it was 
impossible. | consider myself to be very lucky. 


Did it ever happen before? Did you ever cheat? | asked you. « Ca 
m'est arrivé trois fois en dix ans, » Il m’a répondu. 

| was the fourth. 

He was the second Venus in Scorpio. He fucked like a Venus in 
Scorpio, commanding, sensual, fluid, and it was great. The other 
Venus in Scorpio was Etienne. 

Florent also fucked like a husband. When he made love there was 
a part of you that he owned, and | was okay with that. | was sick 
of dealing with my whole self, so why not give a little bit of me 
over to him. He was from Bretagne. He had long dark hair and a 
dark beard and a strong skinny flexible tan body and he drove a 
truck well, and he was emotional. He drove a truck like a mature 
adult and not like a boy trying to show off by racing down the 
highway. | really liked him. | liked him more than the hot blonde 
who smelled of baby powder and Vetiver. | rescind my previous 


remarks about blondes being my type. He smelled like the sweat 
of a working-class man. The sweat of aman who didn’t really know 
what he was doing, il s'approche son mid-life crisis, and yet he 
was still cutting wood, renovating his house in la Drôme. | felt the 
difference between a taken man and a single one, and | like the 
taken ones more. They are usually older and more appreciative 
and have nicer nuances, they are the difference between a shot 
of Jack Daniels hurled back in a dive bar, and a glass of oak barrel 
16-year aged Lagavulin sipped in a Scottish seaside cabin by a fire. 
Married ones are wonderful because you do not need to expect 
anything from them later. They give it all to you right then and 
there, and they are usually more honest with you because they 
know it’s not going to happen more than once, or at most a couple 
of times. 


« Pourquoi j'ai l’impression de toujours vouloir avoir besoin d’un 
mec en fait ? Je suis tellement triste. Pourquoi je suis tombée 
comme ça ? » 

« T'inquiète » Florent m'avait dit « Tomber ce n’est rien ...Tout le 
monde t'aime Maddie » 

« Toi aussi Florent, toi aussi. » 

Il m'a raconté qu'il s'est mis à pleurer un fois en tournant en rond 
dans un parking avec sa bagnole seul dans la Drôme à écouter 
Arthur H’s La Boxeuse Amoureuse. | loved him even more. 


Am | always looking for someone who looks or acts or reminds me 
of the one that came before? Like a kind of sick nostalgia. Or is it 
just the opposite, am | looking for all the characteristics the one 
that came before didn’t have that | needed? 


Etienne never cried. 


The feeling of needing a partner is so lonely | can’t seem to do 
anything else with my life. | need to be alone in order to deal with 
it. But then when I’m with people again and it feels so good, | can 
no longer figure out how to be alone. 


Instead of a man, | had a stone. A pink rose quartz my mother 
gave me that was supposed to open my heart. | slept with the 
stone next to me in the bed. 


SEX IS A DANCE 


Sex is a dance. Maybe that’s why | can’t seem to stop chasing 
men- for all the dancing | haven’t been doing over these past few 
years. Maybe | can’t stop over-drinking coffee because | have an 
addiction, or maybe it’s because the coffee here just isn’t good 
enough. | am waiting for a Neapolitan espresso that | rarely seem 
to receive. 


| thought about that time | had to avoid seeing Hlynur. The fact 
that | had to limit my life and not see him in the beginning of my 
relationship with Etienne was already no good. | was afraid | would 
sleep with him if | returned to Iceland, so | cancelled the whole trip 
even though | wanted to go. You cannot forget about who you are 
and who you love and who you want to share love with, just for 
someone else. You can’t erase the big loves from your life. 


«Je t'aime Maddie.» 
«Tout le monde t'aime.» - Florent 


«Elle a un petit complexe d’infériorité» il a dit, en rigolant, et il 
avait raison. | loved him for understanding that and accepting that 
part of me. 


«J’ai eu mon petit moment Shining.» || m’avait dit. «J’étais en train 
de marcher tout seul dans les bois, juste aprés avoir acheté une 
maison. Imagine que tu viens de déménager a Paris dans ce petit 
village et que tout l'hiver tu vois que ta femme et ton enfant. 
Nous sommes arrivés dans ce bled et d’un coup, j’ai commencé a 
paniquer.» 


Avec Florent c’était vraiment touchant. It was physically touchy 
and sensual with the use of all our bodies. 


Maybe if you stay monogamous with someone because you love 
them and want to be with them, and even if it’s only for a moment, 
you know it’s them you want to be with, then maybe the pressure, 
maybe the feeling that monogamy is something stagnant, or stuck, 
melts away. 


«Tout ce que t'avais fait pour détendre ma mâchoire et moi, j'ai 
cassé la tienne.» | had massaged him in the truck and then when 
we were dancing later, we fell while making out and | cracked my 
head open on the concrete basement club floor. 


Dick like a rod. 
Dick like a sword. 

| preferred the rod. 
Florent was a rod. 


Pain behind the eyes. 
Pain on the bone, on the left side? Right? 
| need to take these things seriously. 


How long does a concussion last? 

How long do the effects linger? 

All the lights look like a theatre. 

| need to film. 

The more | tune into the changes in my vision the more they 
become real. 

| convinced myself that | can make great films now, and paintings- 
anything because | have a great pain and a great new appreciation 
for color. 


Teeth and jaw pain. 

Cavadre drawings. 

| didn’t want to talk anymore. 

The tramadol was good. It was so good | didn’t ask for any more 
of it. They offered me a prescription and | said “No.” | was passed 
out across four emergency room hospital plastic chairs listening to 
classical music for 5 hours straight with an ice pack strapped to my 
head. | was floating through the sky. 

| wanted to sleep. The stars came out outside; | could see them 
through the hospital window. 


It is funny that the ideas you create and begin to circulate about 
yourself begin to be true. When am | ever going to learn that it’s 
not about where | am, it’s just about my state of mind? 

Mais si je peux sortir de certains environnements, ca peut peut- 
être changer mes états d'âme aussi. | have been living in Napoli. 
The line between performance and real life is too fine to decipher. 
lm crying out to be in a state of not questioning things, not 
being too self-conscious, and just letting things go..... that’s when 


| have the desire to drink too much, or maybe it’s only when | 
see something | want, and | can’t seem to get it unless | altar 
my state of consciousness. | don’t need to, | could just altar my 
consciousness using breath. 


If | lived in the countryside, | would look out the window instead 
of looking at the computer screen. The endless free time and the 
WIFI do no good for me. | need less free time and less WIFI. | need 
more nature and more dance. 


When | got out of the hospital | started overeating because | 
hadn’t eaten that night, but also because | cannot taste anything 
anymore, since the COVID. They don’t want us to taste. That was 
one of the purposes of the disease, a desensitization from the 
real and a distance from the human. So, | feel more solitary, and 
disconnected, and consume more, become more plastic, politcally 
correct and more afraid, and the technology stock prices go up. 


ON THE INSIDE OF THE LIME 
GREEN NOTIEBOOK : 


SONGS FOR 4 NOVEMBER NIGHT, PORTICI, 


| thought about you, on the plane, on the train. | saw you on TV, 
in the sky. | miss your constant smoking and your inability to do. 
Brown man with starship spaced eyes (it is the left one that is half- 
dark brown half-light). In an augmented time between here and 
there | find you, calm as an icicle willing to fall. 


| want somebody that gives me their tee-shirts and their socks. 
Today is a lucky day, my breasts feel too big for their bra. It is a 
rare day. | am happy. | chewed a lot of shit and threw it out and 
all away. 


“| wonder when we’re going to see someone doing heroin together 
again.” 

Our first few days together were like the rest our marriage, 

A mirror. The thing was is that the next time | met a heroin addict 
Etienne wasn’t there, he never met him. 


| wonder where you are now and what you are doing. Can | trace 
you by way of your purchases, your wastes? 


USED, SPENT. 
Everything he left behind. 


Everything he bought, 
Everything she bought. 


All the cigarettes she smoked, coffees she drank, beers she 
consumed, gum chewed, spit out and thrown away. 
All the cigarettes _he smoked, coffees _he drank, beers _he 
consumed, gum chewed, spit out and thrown away. 


Decapitation of the male element from the male form ...head, 
gentiles etc. Decapitation of the he from the she. 

All the cigarettes she smoked, coffees she drank, beers she 
consumed, gum chewed, spit out and thrown away. 


Do we live constantly with the trauma of our ancestors? | don’t 
think so, but maybe. 


SHE WENT SOME PLACES. 

All the places she went. (Tickets) 

All the things she bought. (Receipts) 

All the cigs she smoked. (Cigarette butts) 
All the bottles she drank. (Glass, or labels) 
All the pills she took. (Pill cases) 


All the men she fucked. (Condoms/ condom wrappers) 

All the coffee she drank. (Sugar packets) 

All the things he left behind on her. (Physical markings, scars, 
scratches, psychological markings, memories). 

| cannot believe | gave away the fur coat that | bought for you in 
Napoli, the long dark brown one, to that fucking stealing African 
woman. | guess it was my way of ridding myself from you when 
you said you didn’t want it anymore, as if you didn’t want anything 
to do with me anymore. 

| got rid of it, so as to get rid of you. But | loved it so much and now 
it is gone, and | can never get it back. | wanted you to keep it and | 
wanted you to love it, but you didn’t. | gave you away to your new 
girlfriend, just as | gave away the coat, thoughtlessly and while 
under pressure. And yet it is ridiculous to think | ever owned you. 


Is all my art just an archive of the performance actions | live in my 
daily life? 

| remembered Ainara’s story about the handicapped guy, an art 
brut performance artist, who on this trip to Greece covered his 
four-poster bed with a couronne of used condoms, sperm filling 
up in each one. 


| am wearing a white tee shirt and black pants, 
very hermetic for someone who is about to sleep. 


Iam no longer interested in writing to men who are not interested 
in me anymore. What will | do when the hot yoga is over? | wonder: 
What do men do with all the business cards they get from me that 
they never call? Do they just lie around their wives’ homes sitting 
and rotting away until one of their children picks it up by accident, 


rubs their snot on it, and then it gets throw in the garbage? | really 
want to know. They probably just get discreetly thrown in the 
bin. Maybe | should put little tracking devices on them to find out 
which bins they go in, might be in some interesting places around 
the world. 

| went to one guy’s apartment for dinner once and found one of my 
cards crisply lying in plain sight on his coffee table, | was entralled 
that she had survived and was being utilised. She had been cared 
for and respected. | kept going out with that guy, who treated me 
like my buisness card, until | couldn’t anymore because he was my 
roomates dad and | started to be hated in my own home. | could 
no longer sit at my own coffee table. 


In Geneva, | probably only really trust my roommates: Pascale, 
Gabuska and Camilo. And yet, even that is hopeful, considering 
the most recent event. 


How much of what’s really happening, is happening in my head, 
or is it happening in reality? How many actions | do have real 
intentions or are they just another facon d’éviter? Where do my 
needs start and end? It can be hard for me to distinguish what it is 
that | want because | am very spontaneously and naturally soak in 
the needs and wants of a partner, the curse of my Venus in Pisces. 


See the problem with all these WorkAways | am looking at, and 
potentially interested in going to, is that | don’t want to join some 
beautiful family building an earth house in the desert/ mountain 
with a view on the sea. | want to be the woman in that family. | 
want that to be my man and my house. | want that view on the 


sea to be mine. | want to make my own community. | need to 
start concretely structuring my own life, instead of crashing in on 
others’. Am | so ‘self-sufficient’ that | won’t even use the materials 
provided to me? 


Get a van and go. 
Buy a property in the south of France or Spain. 
Have something that is mine and | can rely on. 


| can see the crest of the Mont Blanc shining pink and orange from 
my window to the left in the Pâquis, and to the right there is the 
power washing of Rue Royaume 8 where my friends were arrested 
yesterday for a legitimate occupation of an abandoned building. | 
don’t know where to go in this life because | do not find it to be 
fair. The whole system is fucked so how am | supposed to have any 
ambitions for anything of any kind of stature in this society. 


| think about finding an apartment alone in Napoli, in Stockholm, 
anywhere, somewhere other than here. The problem is | need to 
stop thinking | always need to be somewhere other than where | 
currently am. | am reminded that the experiences | am living now 
are about how to heal soul wounds and sharing a house is one of 
them. Dealing with other humans helps me deal with myself. After 
all, if | lived alone | would be a thousand times more depressed 
than | am now. 


Forget the Swan is playing in the background. Every time | hear 
it, | am reminded that | should forget the past. It’s like when 
you're walking on the stony beach on the left side of the Bain des 


Paquis and a swan comes over and you feel bothered about the 
potential disturbances it may create for you, so you move back 
to the boardwalk and then you realize that you should have just 
stayed walking where you were, and not thinking about your past 
experiences with swans, or the potential threat they may pose to 
you in the future. You should have just kept walking your path. 


PART VI: 


LOIS AND SENSATIONS 
NOT PERTAINING TO SIGHT 


The man from Copenhagen sat next to me during one of my 
closest friend’s performances, which lasted much longer than | 
had expected. He crossed his legs and handed me a tiny orange 
candy halfway through without saying anything, which is funny 
because the orange flavor of this candy probably would have been 
my last choice. He smelled amazing and he sat close to me. | went 
to talk to him afterward and he barely spoke to me, he acted if it 
was strange that | asked him how he was doing. Then Graham told 
me later. He’s in a serious relationship. But he just got divorced 
the motherfucker! How is it possible? | know how it’s possible 
actually, men leave relationships and immediately find another, 
and women, beautiful, and intelligent, and independent women 
are left with cheap jobless motherfuckers who fulfill a one-night 
stand on a Saturday, or beautiful kind married ones who they'll 
never see again. It’s not that | even care. He was just aname ona 
list of potential people to sleep with. It’s just that the list in Geneva 
isn’t that long because | really don’t feel that anyone is interesting, 
attractive, and eligible. | am done trying to fuck men. Somehow 
it seems to be more and more difficult. | am wasting my time, 
it’s like drinking alcohol- the chase for men, a small pleasure that 


eventually desperately consumes you and ruins your life. 

lm done going out. Geneva is in the end, a boring small town, just 
like Lausanne, only it took me longer to realize. | am starving and | 
want to eat in a restaurant alone without someone looking at me 
weird or saying “On est complet,” just because they see | have no 
companion. It’s weird and a waste of my nighttime. Actually, the 
protest was the only part of the evening | liked, that and riding my 
bike home alone. My new motto is — | could have been working, 
or in yoga, or meditating, or traveling, or going through all the 
photos of my artwork, instead of going out. 


God, | don’t want to write about any of the things I’m writing about 
anymore. When | was married it was so easy to fuck — when | was 
taken, everybody wanted me. Now that l’m single it’s a pain in the 
ass. Maybe it’s that | don’t want to just fuck anymore, it needs 
to be good and real, and that is difficult to find. Men really don’t 
know what they’re doing. The men in Geneva after Etienne and 
Graham were horrible except Florent because he was sweet and 
a simple and married, and even that went south because in the 
morning he couldn’t get hard because he felt so guilty about the 
cheating, even though he was wonderful the night before. In his 
sexy Bretagne accent he articulated « Effectivement, la culpabilité 
ça sert n’a pas grande chose, c'est assez naze, mais c’est un petit 
hobby que je pratique, voilà haha. » Oh, also it was shitty in the 
morning because my head was blown up to the size of a balloon 
from the concussion | got the night before, while we were dancing 
wasted together, making out and climbing all over each other. | 
told him he shouldn’t feel guilty. He told me he enjoyed our dance 


and our night together and that he didn’t regret anything. 


Why are the married ones somehow always safe from my 
judgement? If | keep comparing all the men to you, Etienne, | will 
be alone forever. | feel that without having you in my life, there is 
a part of me that no longer knows who | am. Even though being 
with you towards the end also made me feel as though | no longer 
knew. 


Maybe | do want to go back to the US soon, Jareth invited me to 
Burning Man. Maybe | no longer want to be reliant on someone 
else for my permit, my livelihood. Maybe I'll buy a car again and 
just take off down the road. I’m not even hungry, I’m just eating 
because l’m bored and |’m trying to keep myself awake. 


| keep waiting for people who never show up. | was sitting on the 
swan beach in the Bains des Paquis and | didn’t bring my water, or 
my headphones, or cash, or un maillot de bain .... 

Graham said he would come by with something to drink but he 
did not. 

| feel like | could leave and bike on forever, on the bike Johan stole 
for me. 

| wanted to bike away, but bikes aren’t strong enough. 

Even my ticket out depended on Etienne. 

| was counting on the fucking scooter. The scooter we would 
eventually get rid of even though | wanted to keep it. Fuck you! 

| can’t be here anymore... 

| need a quick cheap thrill. 

| need a pill. 


| need a drink. 

A syringe. 

Music. 

Sugar. 

Sex. 

Nicotine. 

| don’t feel so good anymore. 

| need to break something. 

There will never be anybody to come and save me, or even help 
me out. 

Nothing is going to get done unless | do it. 

lm so bored | think | could kill myself. I’m not being dramatic. | 
really feel that restless. 

There is nowhere to go out on a Tuesday night. 

| should have left here a long time ago.... 


| can’t live without this hot yoga now. The subscription is 300 CHF 
a month and it’s the only thing that’s keeping me sane. | have no 
one to talk to. | don’t know what to do with myself alone and I’m 
freezing .... 


How do | cleanse myself from myself? Mind blabber and emotional 
turmoil have overcome me. | am using it as a writing tool, along 
with physical movement, and painting. All the stress needs a 
release. 


In the tender ruins of war that is this life with oneself, | am 
training to be a warrior. 


| didn’t know what to do anymore so | went down to the beach in 
the Bain des Paquis and | called my grandmother, Nanna Jeanne. | 
told her my mind was rubbish and | was so overly consumed with 
thoughts that | didn’t know what to do with my life. 

“I'm going to do Vipassana in Sweden,” | said. 

“What's Vipassana? Oh, Sweden’s nice, maybe you'll meet a cute 
guy there.” (She’s been with my grandfather her whole life, but 
she shares my appreciation for tall blonde men). 

“No, | won’t meet a guy. The men and the women are separated 
and everybody’s silent. That’s exactly why | want to go.” 

| did meet a guy, ironically, and he was beautiful. | met the man 
that ran the meditation center who had the same name as 
the subsitute name | wanted to give Etienne in this book, Emil, 
so finally, | decided not to change it. Emil drove me out of the 
Vipassana course and dropped me off at the local bus stop. Two 
days went by and | ran into him and his girlfriend by accident in 
Stockholm, in a vintage store. It was God’s way of saying “Don’t 
worry, | know you thought you had met the man of your dreams 
who took you out of the Vipassana course, and you thought that 
was part of the reason you had to go there, but you didn’t meet 
the man of your dreams, he’s already taken.” 


When | called Nanna after | came back from having done the few 
days of Vipassana and the rest of the days partying with Elsa in 
Stockholm, | recounted: 

“It’s a meditation and breathing technique in which you’re only 
supposed to be thinking about what you’re doing and nothing 
else.” | told her. 

“But that’s what weed does for you,” she replied while laughing. 


“No really!” she laughed, “it slows you down and you really feel 
yourself slip into the present moment.” 

My 77-year-old grandmother said this, as if to say, “It’s okay 
Maddie, you’re okay, you’re doing alright in life. Don’t be too hard 
on yourself.” 


When | asked her if she could change the photos of me and 
Etienne at our wedding in the frames in her living room, she said, 
“You know what, those are a pain in the ass to take out, but | can 
cut out a photo of a hot guy in a magazine and paste it over him. 
How’s that sound?” 

“I love you Nanna.” 

Sometimes we just have to accept things as they are and not as we 
want them to be. We can change the cycle, alter it slightly, without 
breaking it. And that’s okay. I’m doing okay now. |’m feeling alright. 


The Vipassana course started and ended with a field. It makes 
sense because the real reason | wanted to do the course was to 
be silent and go lie in the grass somewhere, which if | had enough 
self-discipline, | could have just gone off into nature and done that 
alone. | arrived at the center and before it started, | walked to the 
field across the street, not knowing that | would not be able to go 
there for the entire course and that we would be roped in. | lay 
down in the sun. | prayed that everything would be alright. 


When | left the Vipassana course, after Emil dropped me off at the 
bus station in this town in the middle of nowhere, | once again 
found myself lying in a field. | had no idea where | was or how | 
would get out of there, and ironically, | was not concerned about 
it. | found myself in a breach in time, before the Vipassana course, 
and after. My arrival to the nearest town with a train station, did 
not exist. | had lost my sense of time and of personhood. | was a 
body in the middle of yellow rye. | believed in that moment that 
| was the only human on earth. No one was in sight, so keeping 
to Etienne’s theory that “The only things that exist are the things 
right in front of us,” | was the only one existing. Lincoln, my best 
friend, had also once found himself alone in this field. But it was a 
beach. He had a similar sensation, that there is no more space or 
time, and things simply are. 


For once, | was not expecting anything. | lay down in the sun, there 
was a bank of mud above me and the road just beyond that. | closed 
my eyes and the blue sky became white, then black, then | opened 
them again and the biggest flash of brightest blue filtered in, cars 
flew by. Blue and yellow and black and white appeared, except 


they no longer had names. They were more attuned than usual, 
just as my sense of smell and taste had become. | was alone in the 
world, floating. | was couchée in the field but my sense of down 
and up evaded me. It was like those few seconds in surfing when 
you are lost in the inside of the wave, but without movement. It 
was something like death. | was at a loss for words, words can be 
lost too. Feelings can pertain to an 41, a sense of being, which one 
no longer feels. Here and now is all that exists and thus ‘’ at a loss 
for words, have stopped writing. 

T picked up myself up and all of the baggage lying around me and 
walked down the road, alone. 
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SEE YOU THERE?! 
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For: 

your love of a gray sky 

your british manners and you're mothers’ bisexuality 
your jaw, a well sharpened knife 

your two front teeth, a burrowing badger 

your hair, an orangey-yellow -I botched up. 


you bathe in grandmother’s woolen blankets 
your chains keep you warm. 


you need their weight to keep you grounded, 

grounded to this place neither of us belong. 

grounded to something you never found out how to access in 
yourself. 


we're both hiding out, 
we know it’s not for long. 


hiding in a passing train with no terminus, 
but you are looking for the end. 


We are just crossing each other in our respective searches for 
something else, 
something of which we don’t know its contents. 


if only we were both a little more naive, 
| could more easily accept your lack of boundaries 
masturbate your intellect. 


you could 

fuck me in our common language. 
your voice, soft and empathetic, 
your words come out hard. 


strange fellow, telemarketer, member of the mob, small boy that 
lives in the in-between spaces, 

curled up in dirty nest of coins, acorns, letters, châtaignes, weed, 
books by Ginsberg, and books about God, and books about 
Fascism. 


“You are not straight.” he declares 
“| know, and neither are you.” 


“Maybe it’s different for you now, because we are not so different.” 
“We don’t have this gender gap that we had before.” 


This is true. 


| am no longer an object and he is no longer a man. 
We have become something of which we are unsure of its contents. 


We are just two people, fucking? 


Making love? 
Making art? 


Two people 


Eating. 


We are taking a two-week break from eating. 
Even though | don’t like to fast. 


The sky has flooded and everything has been tinted gray. 
He is a little lesbian and | am a boy. 

| am a little boy and he is a little girl. 

| saw us in the mirror and we were just mushrooms. 
Mushrooms to eat. 


Saw his tattoos float off his boxer jail-boy body until they became 
one with the lake. 

They sunk deep down, too far to swim. 

We need chains attached to clouds to recover them. 


“Let’s take a trip.” He said. 
What I’m here to tell you is: when | told you | needed space, what 
| really meant is: | need love. 


Except, “I love you” is too simple, too over spoken, 
and “I like you a lot” isn’t enough. 


Language is a lie 


and so are words: 
Friend, lover, coloc, artist, buddy, alien, pet, pal 


You are a poet. And a very good one at that. 


When will the sun come out again 

When will we come out of hiding 

When will these chains strangle us instead of ground us 
When will we be strong enough to stay. 

When will be strong enough to leave. 


| do not know. 
“You're alright.” 
If only | was a little more aware and a little less afraid, | could curl 


up in your dirty nest 
And whisper in your ear: 


“You're alright.” 
“You're alright.” 


I’ve gone out to mass. 
Gone to find your tattoos at the bottom of the lake. 


Trains do move: 
and daughter death always helps us out of hiding. 


Love, 
M 


ADOT THE AUTHOR 


Madeline Marone is someone you want on your side. Or even 
against you for that matter, because one learns so much from her 
opposition. To say that she injects an invigorating dynamic in every 
conversation or performance-based initiative that she begins would 
be something of a platitude. She speaks from the solar-plexus. In 
between that space and the wide world felt in all its tumbling, 
rushing complexity is the source of her artistic production. Maddie 
is not only willing to go further than most other people, she needs 
to go that extra distance in order to survive. Otherwise something 
very fundamental in her becomes suspicious of its surroundings. 
Her own burning spine pushes her on in a series of questionnings 
that are at turns maddening as well as intensely important, being 
a person concerned about the future of our species. Most of 
her time is either making art, helping people make their art or 
speculating somewhat miserably about the possible futures of our 
so-called “intelligent” civilisation and its sadistic refusal to base its 
basic principles of organisation on collaboration and sustenance 
rather than extortion and control. Throughout the pursuit of these 
dense and often dark reflections, Maddie is both intellectual and 
human, which is rarely found amongst even the most insightful 
collegues and kindest friends. Sometimes you meet people who 
have a particular drive, a sort of x-ray vision concerning the thing 


that they love. Less frequently do those same people show the 
immense empathy and compassion of which Maddie is capable. | 
believe that this understanding for and attraction towards human 
fragility is one of the unifiying foundations of her work across all 
media, whether it be performance, video, textiles, poetry, painting 
etc. It is also my belief that the many institutional pedagogies 
which attempt, through their bureaucratic obsession with prestige 
and difference, to quieten that throbbing cry of compassion for 
life, wide impossible life with capital letters and exclamation 
marks, will ultimately disserve not only her immense talent but 
also Maddie’s purpose as an artist. 
— Gabriel Shields Hanau 


REMERCIEMENT S 


Thank you, Linda Richmond (Mom), for your care and support. And 
for being like me in that we are both “Allergic to bullshit.” 


Thank you to my husband, for no longer being here and for it being 
okay. 


